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SIR 

Should be too unreaſonable , 
by a tedious Epiſtle, to drvert 


| 30u from thoſe more weighty and 
; ſerious 


The Epittle 
| ſerwns Affairs wherem the great - 
eft and moſt Emiment Wits of 

the Natim have thought you 
worthy to. be employ d, but that I 

Y 

find a mean nonſenſical Pretace 
over a Glaſs of Wine, without 
Purging or Blooding, 1s not ſuf- 
ficient to Commend ſo Tllaborate 4 


Piece, without A Dedication. 


WO {hat [ Ain {0 mitch ail 
Ape "ou; / viiyw [ he Faſhion {or 


1h; Fools lis HOUrY, thy i! has been 


oiie 


Dedicatory. 


done long before me 1 the State 


of Ignorance, or as the Author 


calls it, Innocence, or that I am 
affeited with a gaudy Frontiſpeice 
to a mean Building, hke a Clole- 
ſtool with a Velvet Seat larger 
then the Pan that recerves the 
E xcrement, or 4a gawdy Miſs in 
fne Cloaths, whoſe Out -fide ts of 
greater value with the Brokers 
then the whole Body : But that I 
conbt ſo inconfuderable a piece of 


Paper-work avant the loud ro- 
(1ft:o1: 


The Epiſtle 
buſtions Wits will hardly be a-. 


ble to withſtand the Storm with- 
out a Supporter. 


And ſince I muſt have a Patron, 
to whom -can T -better eA, dreſs 
my ſelf then to one who for hu 
ſingular Endowments and Eminent 
Qualifications, 1s not only of ſuffi- 
cient &A bilities/ himſelf, but hath 
( as þ2 ji.) merits ) the whole 
Streugty of the Nati for his 
Support, 


Dedicatory. 
v Beſides were I not obliged, on 


- the account of your extraordina- 
ry Bounty, who have from time 
to time /o plentifully ſtored me 

? With all the Rubbiſh of the eApe, 

to grve you the Tribute of my 

mean Talent, *T ought in Gruih- 
ty to bes your Pardon for Mo- 

: nopolizing upon your property, be- 
ſides your Apollogie to all ou 
Friends for the Errata's of the 


Preſs, which you would not for- 
' grve the meaneſt Hackney with- 
out 


COIEY 


The Epiſtle 
out a Broad-fide of (urſes. 


I muſt confeſs they are your 
Right , and you might have made 
that «A, advantage of them in ſingle 
Sheets which I never expetled to 


make of the Impres/ron. 


But T hope you, whom the wi- 
fer Fundaments have thought 
fit to make their Scavenger , 
will not leave this ſudden motion 
a Nuſance to the yulgar Mul- 


titude 


Bs. 


Dedicatory, 

titude, but preſerve ut from their 
Violence, till, like the reſt of your 
former Collections, it comes to 
the beſt hands, and if it ſerves 
them in its proper uſe, tt ſhall be 
acknowledged a favour beyond the 
»Merit of 


Your moſt Divoted Friend 


and Humble Seryant 


»M. T. | 


PREFACE 


Heſe Epiſtles of Ovid being þ 
Elegantly Tranſlated by the 
moſt Eminent Wits of the 
Times , I will not preſume ſo 

far upon my ſelf, to think I can in a 

mean Burleſque add any thing to their 

vaſt undertakings. 

Purpureus late qui {plendeat, @9-c. 

as Horace ſays. 

Nor will I trouble your Head or mine, to 
know whether this great Atlas in Poetry 
was baniſht for the laſciviouſneſs of his 
Rhimes, or his Debauching the Emperours 
Daughter ; whether by Corinna was 
meant Julia, or by Julia Corinna, or both, 
or neither. A 2 Nec 


PT 


| bt 


The PREFACE. 
Nec flocci facio. 


This I dare with my Author affirm , That 


he was a Genileman of an antient Family, 
and 'had a pretty ſplendid fortune ; and 
whether he was de ſigned for the Study of 
the Law or Goſpel, 1 cannot tell : but this 
I dare preſume to ſay, be was as ſmart 4 
I} it, and as good a Poet, as He or I, or the 
very b ft of his I, ranſtators. 

Neſcivir quod bene ceſſit. 
And thougt: he had jmany Contemporaries, 
and notable Khimers in his own time, yet I 
cannot in all the Catalogue of' Virgil, Ca- 
tullus, Tibulſus, or Propertius find, that 
ever be mate nſe of a Club-wit, to belp hint 
out in his Epiſtles. 

O Tempora! O Mores ! 
Tet, inour Polite Age, it makes me wonder 
that fo many able IWorkmen ſhould joyn 
their Shreds and Thrums together, to dreſs 
hin up in a Buffoons Coat, when I really 
conceit ( and I queſtion not but there are 
more Fools in the world of my Opinion ) 
that 1 in my own ſimple naked ſhape, come 


nearer 


The PREFACE. 


nearer the Original than the beſt on "em. 
Quo timplicius, @c. 

But why Burleſque , an old-faſhioned, 
ſhort- -wP aſted Kake 11 -Shirted F uſtian Te rk, 
when long Robes is all the Mode ? It 1s a 
plagny thing to be ont of the faſhion. 

Pauper Ariſtoteles cogitur ire pedes, 
But needs muſt when the Devil drives. 


Prxitat otiolum cfic quam nihil agere. 


IWell, were I a M. or a Sir -C. for half 
their munber of Acres in good Engliſh 
ground , I won'd quit all my Title to Par- 
nafſus, and engage never to write Bur- 
leſqie ; nay , nor any thing elſe while I 
lid. 
Cedant Arma Togx. 

IWho had not rather be an A(s and an Al- 
derman , than a It and a Beggar ;, and 
had not rake hear the gingling of Guin- 
neys, than the ratling of Rhimes f 'tis 
better harmony : and thirty foot in Lon- 
don well improv, is a better ſight, and 
yields more Inteteſt per annum, than forty 


Diſticks of Heroick, 


O 


The PREFACE. 


O fortunati nimium ! 
Bnt every one to his Trade. 
Nemo fine Crimine vivit. 
I muſt confeſs, as they jþlay'd the Anthor 
before, I bawe gelt them: and why not £ 
if theſe Brothers of a Myſtery joyn toge- 
ther to = the Kings Engliſh, becauſe it 
COMES through their hands ; and it 
fall next into my Clut ches , ſhall I not come 
in for a ſnack ? 
I put no Silver Plate upon a Copper 
ſtamp ; nor do I jet my Rubies in Gold and 
inamelling , \to make them paſs for Dia- 
monds , but ſhew the down-right brazen- 
fac'd naked truth of” the matter. Nor am 
I half” fo guilty of Clipping as my Maſters. 
' Plura- de(unt. 
Of 24 Epiſtles of the Primitive Author, 
there are but Twenty three left remaining, 
and thoſe ſol mangled and torn , and mif- 
placed from the decent Symmetry of þ: irts 
and order they preſerved for above Sewen- 
teen hundred years , that you can neither 
make Back nor B reſt, head nor tail of em. 
Tem- 
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The PREFACE. 


Tempora Mutantur. 
For my part, I obſerve the Method of my 
Tranſlators ; andif I have omitted any 

. thing that was proper for my purpoſe , it 

> was either becauſe the Subjec# won d not 

' admit of Burleſque , or becauſe it was 

, done to my hand. 

Teclam texunt & retexunt. | 
Tet you will ſay it was a bold attempt,for a | 
Pigmy Traveſtie , to take up the Cudgels 
againſt thoſe mighty Giants in Heroick ; 

5 fo many Briareus's hands joyn'd againſt 
me, when I bad not one Friend in the 
whole world to ſtick, by me , to clap in a 
finger for a Preface, having ſcarce allow'd 
me a fortnights time for the Doing ;, as it 
was manifeſt to ſome perſons of Repute 
and Quality, who wery well knew with 
what Expedition it was run off, and þur- 
ried into the Preſs, before I had time tope= 
ruſe the Copies. | | 

But I do not hope to Extenuate my 
faults by an Elaberate Epiſtle, or an inſi- l 
mating Preface, ſe much Exploded among ſt 

the 


| as Ae . 
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The PREFACE. 


the Modern Sages : neither do I know the 

uſe or neceſſity of troubling you with them, 

but that I would not be out of the faſhion. 
Verbum verbo. 


112%) 44 &y 75h ji poC arngs 


I cou'd convince you ont of the Caldean, 
Arabick, and Syriack ; but 1 think a plain 
Pika, or a good lrallick, fitter for my Rea- 
ders Capacity , as well as my own, and 
why ſhould I trouble his Brains, with 
what I do not underſtand my ſelf ? 
Verbum Sapienti. 

Leſt then I ſhould be thought more affected 
then Learned, more Elegant then pertinent, 
IT ſubit to thy Cenſure, and conclude with 


my Tranſlator, 


Brevis cflc laboro, obſcurus tio. 


SA- 


OFID's 
EPISTLES. 


SaPHO tO PHAON. 


—_—_—— 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poetefl Sapho being forſaken by her Lover Phaon 
( who A Jon lakes to RA ) and reſolved in 
Deſpair to drown ber ſelf, writes this Letter to him be- 
fore ſhe dies. 


RF Hile Phan to the Hot-houſe hies, 
2/2 With no leſs Fire poor $apho fries, 


I burn, I burn with Nodes and Poxes, 
Like Fields of Corn with brand-tail'd Foxes. 


My Bag-pi5es can no longer pleaſe, 


Nor can I get one minutes eaſe; 
Cruating all day I fit alone, 

And all my old dear Cronies ſhun, 
The Lerbian Sparks muſt claimao part, 
Where thou haſt _—_— the heart, 


BURLESQUE. 


Ah wretch! how cou'dſt thou be fo cruel, 
In my hot bloud to raiſe a fuel ! 

Whea Youth and Beauty bid you ſtay, 
Then play the Rogue, and run away ? 


If nought oblige but equal pelf, 
Go, keep yonr favours to your ſelf. 
Yet, filly as I am, I knew 
The time, (which I ſhall ever rue;) 
A time for all your mighty looks, 
When I was ſomething in your books : 
A thouſand Tales of fuſtion-ſ(tuff ; 
For I remember well enough 
How cloſe about my Neck you hung, 
When [ began a Bawdy Song. 
You thought me chief amongſt the Miles, 
And often ſ{topt my mouth with Kiſſes, 
Whoſe melting touch my heart did ſtab, 
In Earneſt of a coming Job. 


You 


— — 


BUKLERQUE. 

| Yon us'd a thouſgnd wanton tricks, 

And play'd the Devil oa two ſticks, 

We to the buſigels (tifly ſtood, 

And did as long as doing's good 3 

Nor cou'd we for our lives give ore, 

'Till we were fit to do no more. 
Beware, Sicilian Wenches ; he 

Will coaks you all as well as me. 

If you'll take notice of his Shams, 

He'll tell you a thouſand lying Flams ; 

Tis ſuch another flattering Villain, 

He'll cheat you all, were you a million. 

My Hair hangs dowa about my Knees, 

And falls as faſt as Leaves from Trees, 

Of all ill luck Lam the Pattern; 

You'd ſwear I'm grown a very Slattern. 

For whom ſhou'd I go fine and gawdy ? 


Why without him I am no body 3 
B 2 


hem 


FA BURLESOVE. 

And I ne'erlov'd totrick or trim ; \ 

My ſelf for any one but him. 1 
Oh! if I cou'd but once more ſee 

That ſubtile piece of Letchery ; 

'Tis not thy Love I aſk, not thine, 

So thon wilt but accept of mine : 

But to ſneak off when none did hold thee 

Without Farewel, I needs muſt ſcold thee. 

You might have ſaid, you ill-bred Bumkin, 

God b'w'ye, Kiſs my Arſe, or ſomething : 

You might have ta'a your leave at lealt, 

And not have gone off like a Beaſt : 

For hadſt thou but the leaſt word ſpoken, 

I had gin thee ſomething for a Token 3 

Tho' naught behinde was left by thee, 

But Shankers, Shame, and Infamie. 
My Friends can witneſs what a quarter 


And din 1 made at thy Departure: 
| | When 
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BURLESQUE <5 
When of thy baſeneſs I wastold, 


I was ready een todie with cold ; 
Speechleſs, one word I cou'd not utter, 
Onely what in my Cups I mutter : 

And tho they brought good ſtore of Ale-io, 
I cou'd not ſpeak one word for railing. 
At laſt, my paſſion finding vent, 

In a Diſtra&tion out I went, 

And like a Bedlam run about 

The ſtreets, in hope to (ſmell thee out, 
Expoſing all I had to ſee, 

Eenall that Jove had ſent to me 3 

' Without reſpeft to Modeſtie, 
Forgetting Shame, and all but thee ; 
Soill does Shame and Love agree, 


a 4 *. — 


C 


For theealone my Reſt I want ; 
I cannot (leep for dreaming on't ; 
B 3 Which 


65 BURLESQUE. 


Which malic the Night more welcome to me 


Than any Day fince you went from me. 
Yetlittle did I dream you went : 

For who'd dream of a Parhament > 

Or you wou'd leave me here a widow, 
To feed my fancy with your ſhadow? 
Yet ſpight of abſence, I make ſhift 

To help my ſelf at a dead lift. 

Wrapt in thy. arms the ſtroaks I number, 
And do enjoy thee in a ſlumber. 

Thy Words I hear, thy Kiſſes feel, 
With all the Joys I'bluſh to tell. 

But when I wake, and miſs thee there, 
How I begin to curſe and ſwear ! 
Then to divert my preſent pain, 
Take t'other Nap, and to't again, 

Soon as I rife mad as a Hawk 
To ſee my (elf fo plaguy bawk't, 


BURLESQUE. »þ 


I run to Bawdy-houſe and Stoves, _,. /.,.., 
The Scenes of our unhappy Loves. | 
Thea like a drunken Bitch I ramble, 

And rail alone at every Shamble. 

Then do I caſt my Eyes about 

Upon the little bawdy Vault, 

Whoſe moſlie floor, and roof of ſtone, 

Pleas'4 better thana Bed of Down. 

But when I ſpy the graſſie Bed 

Retains the print our bodies made, 

On thy dear fide I ſquat me down, 

And with a Flood the place I drown, 

For to refreſh the wither'd Trees, 


Since thou art gone, with Virgin-Lees. 
No Birds frequent the Valleys now, 
But the vile Screetch-Ow], or the Crow; 

Who onely mourn for ſcarcitie 


Of Carrion, as I long for thee. 
B 4 Oh 
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Oh, Phaon, did(} thou know my pain, 
Thou wou'd, thou wou'dſt come back again. C 
With the Diſcaſe I got from you, 
My Eyes have got the Running too: n 
My conſtant Tears the Paper ſtain ; - WA, 
My hand can ſcarce dire&t my Pen. / 
Or cou'dſt thou ſee a little further, 
How I my ſelf intend to murther : 
Did(t thou but ſpy the fatal Loop, 
Sure thou wou'd ſtrive to cut the Rope. 
Peace, Sapho, ceaſe thy idle gabblez 
Thoumay'ſt n well appeaſe the Rabble : 
Thou may (\ſiace thou art left behind ) 
As well go piſs againſt the wind. 
Ceaſe, fool, and ſince thou art forſook, 
What you have loſt you may go look. 
No more thy hopeleſs Love attend, 


But hang thy (elf, and there'san end. 
| CONACE 


= — —_ : 


BURLESQUE. 9 


CONACEtOMACAREUS. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Macareus and Conace Daughter and Son to Folus God of 


of the Winds, low'd each other inceſtuouſly. Conace was 
delivered of a Son, and committed him to ber Nurſe to be 
ſecretly conveyed away. The Infant crying out, by that 
means was diſcovered to Folus , who inraged at the 
wickedneſs of bis Ghildren, commanded the Babe to be ex- 
poſed to wilde Beaſts pn the Mountains , and withal 
ſent a Sword to Conace with this Miſſage , That ber 
Crimes would inſtru her how to uſe it. With this 
Sword ſhe ſlew her ſelf : but before ſhe dyed, ſhe writ 
the following Letter t0 her Broth-y Macarcus, who had 
taken Sanftnary in the Temple of Apollo. 


F menſtruous Bloud can make a (pot, 
I Imagine I am gone to pot. 

One hand employs my Pen, alas! 

With tother hand [ ſcratch my A---- 

In that ſame poſture now 1 write, 


Juſt as my Father us'd to ſh---- 
Wou'd he were preſent with his Noſe, 
T extraft the Eſſence of my cloſe ; | 


Coen] —— — 


0 BURLESQUE. 
That he might ſee while I am feigning 


To die, what mouths I make with ſtraining. 


Jove made him ſure a farting Elf, 
His Daughters are fo like himſelf. 
The North and South, and all their Blunder, 
Are far beneath my poſterns Thunder, 
Thoſe he can rule; but his lewd mind 

Is like his huffing, unconfin'd. | 

Oh! to whatend amI created | 

A Fool, to Jove to be related? 

Or what avails his godly Pelf, 

When I am like to hang my ſelf > 

We yoak'd in an unlucky hour, 

When you your Siſter did deflour, 
Andthoia you was no remiſſneſs, 

We were too hot upon the bus'aeſs. 

Why ſhon'd(t in Bloud raiſe ſuch a Bliſter, 
To make a Miſs of thy own Siſter 2 


And 


4 — — 
BURLESQUE. 'S 
And why ſhou'd I proveſuch another 


Fondling, to love thee more than Brother ? 
For I lov'd too, and in thy Kiſles 
I found a Bait that never miſſes. 
My Cheeks grew pale, and by my ſtritnefs 
I got a fit of the Green- ſickneſs. 
With longing thoughts I grew ſo lean, 
I loſt my Colour quite and clean, 
My Strength I loſt, and loſt my bloud ; 
My Meat and Drimk did me no good. 
I cou'd not ſpeak without a Tongue : 
My Slumbers ſhort, my Nights were long z 
Yet knew no cauſe, nor cou'd I ſhew 
A Reaſon for't, and yet I knew. 

My wicked Nurſe that knew the Trade, 
An old experienc'd bawdy Jade, 
Well praftis'din the Art of Wooing, 
Found I was williag to be doing. 


'Tis 
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12 BURLESQUE. 
'Tis Love, ſaid ſhe, and he is as:ſtiff ; þ. /-4., Nin 


Sai y 
Which made me bluſh like any Maſtiff, Wh 
At laſt the naked truth ſhe made me To 

+ Confels; my very looks betray'd me. Pai 


At length we ſtumble on the ſhelves ; ,,- ;,..,, W! 


And what we did, we know our ſelves. * 5 At 


When half denying, half contented, 4 ( W 
We met infull, and full conſented 5 - nos” C 
Then what with joy, and what with that C 
Of guilt, my heart went pitty-pat, \ 
My Roguery cou'd not be hid ; 
When I began to be with Kid. 


What Slaps and Syrrups Nurſe did vary, 

To make the Bantling to miſcarry ! 

All to no purpoſe, for you know 

No Carrion yet cou'd kill a Crow. 

The ſturdy Brat, young Hans en Keldar, þ 


Gain(t all our Drugs his Lungs did ſhelter. 
Nine 


2 


Ks 


BURLESQUE. 13 


i"; Nine months were paſt with pangs&tumblingy, | 


When I complain of horrid grumblings 3 
To that unhappy ſtate I come, 

Pain urg'd my Cries, Fear kept me dumb. 
What plaguy Do they had t unwhelp me ? 
And Mother Midnight cou'd not help me. 


When thou, th'occaſion of the fault, 

Come in as ragged as a Colt, 

Cry'd, Courage, Wench, holding my back, 
My own dear Siſter, and my Crack : 

That very word brought forth the wonder, 
And made my Haunches fall aſunder. 

This Storm is ver ; but what 15t, Brother, 
While the 01d Huff can raiſe another ? 

At Council-board rock't in a Cradle, 6 
The King lay with his blundering Rabble, 
And through this hole, as Nick wou'd have it, 


The childe muſt paſs, or he wou'd (lave it. 
The 


— 
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14 BURLESQUE. 


The Nurſe to ſave his pretty Grace, 


d 
Put on a zealous brazen face; \ 
With Beads and Prayers ſhe feign'd to mutter, + | 
As if her mouth cou'd not melt Butter. 
In Double-clout wrapt in her lap, | 
She through the Room thought to eſcape ;: 
But Pox on all ill luck, the Whore 
Had hardly got him tothe door, 

When ſtraight the Puppy tell a yelping, 
What Bitch of mine has been a whelping ? 
Quoth he 3 and ſo he fell a plundering 

The Placket-geer like Light and Thundering. 
But when he found it was my Baſtard, 
Defend me! how he ſtorm'd and bluſter'd ? 
As in his old fitof the Scurvy 

He'd blow the Nation topſic-turvy : 

He kept ſuch horrid noiſe and thumping, 


I knew his meaning by his mumping. | 
Never 


OI" FTIge" 


y——_ —j—_ 
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Never was Sculler in ſuch pickle, 
When Winds hold forth in Conventicle. 
er, - Then I when he began tothunder me, 
My very Bed did tremble under me, 
He'd murder me for your deflouring ; 
I had much ado to ſcape a ſcouring. 
But what went neareſt to my Gizard, 
In ſpite of Prayers, the blundering Wizard, 
To ſhew his malice by and large, 
And fave the Pariſh of a Charge, 
He ſends the Baſtard to the Bogs, 
To bea Breakfaſt for the Dogs. 
To have our bowels tore, and rent 


At ſuch a rate, wou'd vex a Saint. 


Nay more than that, he ſent a Bully PR 


To catechize me for my folly : 
| Take this, much good may't do your heart. 
| ARope,faidI? and here's a Farr, 
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_ 


8- To hang I am not ſuch a Mawking, OF 
Toxr Father ſent it for a Token. D 

I know my Fathers tricks of old, W 

Tour Father ſent you this, and told N 

To th' uſe of it your Crimes aſſiit you : W 

In ſhort, 'twas 'cauſe your Brother kiſs't you. T1 

i My Father mought not been fo rough : 

” I ſmoke the buſineſs well enough. B 
Well, tell him 11] obey his pleaſure 1 

Some time when I am more at leiſure, ] 


And is this all my Nuptial Dowry ? 
Ia troth a very pretty (tory. 


Burn me alive if I'd not rather 
q'} Be torn by Furies than my Father. 
; | 4 I wiſh my Siſter better luck, 
V1 3 Warn'd by my Sample how to truck, 
= Poor Monkey ! 'twas no fault of thine; 


It was thy Daddy's fin, and mine, 
In 


— 


BURLESOUE. 


> In a curſt hour thou did aflail us, 
Dragg'd from the Cradle to the Gailows : 
Where tur my fault they did berave thee, 
Nor was it in my. power to ſave thee. 
We did the Miſchief, thou muſt bang for't + 
Ill follow after, tho I hang for't. 
And thou, my Comfort and Deſpair, 
Be ſure thou bury us with care : 
To drop a Tear it thou'rt fo civil, 
Think for whoſe ſake I'm gone to th' Devil. 
' And keep my Will be {ure the rather, 
'Cauſe I in this obey'd my Father, 
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PaitLis to DEMOPHOON, 


— 


The ARGUMENT, 


Dcmophoon, - who w.s Son to Theſeus and Pnzts it 


returning from the Trojan War + '* own Contry, 
ws by a Tempeſt driven upon the Coca of Thrace, 


where Phillis, who was the Qwcen of Thrace, c:ertain'd 
him, and married him. Wyen tbe bad ſtazes with ber 
ſome time, be heard t'at Meneti: "us was dead , who 
after he ha4 « mdgtered 1 heſcus. had 6: "pt the Governe 
ment of Athans : an1 wder pretence of jaling bis own 
afliirs, he wept to Athens, au4 promiſed the Deen that 
be would come back, again in a month. I hen be had 
bren gone fore months. and that ſhe bad beard no news of 
bim, ſhe writes bim this Letter, 


|| Did not think you ſuch a Dunſtable, 


That you ſhou'd thus outrun the Conſtable, 


And ſtay ſo long from your own Phil/z, 

As true a Wench 35 Cer was Wilis, 

I gave you a month, and thought 'twas well ; 
But give an Inch, you'll take an ElI, 

Thrice did the Moon her horns renew 3 


As many a tine | gave 'em you. 


Did 


=. 
yy 


Did you the hours and minutes tell, 


As Phillis does, and lov'd fo well, . 


You'd think 'twere time you ſhou'd be throng- 
To ſatisfie a womans longing. [10g 
With all the pleaſure that is ia it, 

I did expect you every minute : 

And (till I hoped for the better ; 

But there's no truſting mortal. Creature, 
A thouſand bloudy Oaths I ſwore, * 

I ſaw thy Sculler make to ſhore 3 

And all your Friends that ſtopt your fail, 
I curſt 'emto the Pit of Hell. 
Sometimes I fear'd ſome old Curmudgeon 
O'th' Deep had gulpt thee for a Gudgeon ; 
And beg'd of Jove to let thee ſnort, 

Tho I was nere the better for't, 

I clapt my hand upon my Bum, 


And every blaſtI cry'd, He's come, 
C 2 


Nay 
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| Nay ſtill I found ſome new pretences 


To cry thee up among(t the Wenches : 
And yet you (tand upon Reliltance, 
And keep a body at ſuch Diſtance, 


As if I were not worth the longs 


a —__ wlll. aol f—_ je? 


To touch me with a pair of Tongs. 

I priz d your Promiſe, like a fool ; 
But twas great Cry, and little Wool. 
What have I doge ? I wasa Beaſt * 
To be fo fond of ſuch a Gueſt, 

Pox take all Fondlings : I can tell 

The cauſe, I lov'd you but too well, 

What ſignifies ygur flattering words * 
Where are your Gods ? not worth two turds, 
Where's Hyzes: too, that old Match-monger ? 
I can't foibear him any longer. | 

You ſwore by all that's good and right, 


By Bell, by Book, and Gandle-light, 
| You'd 


RE. RE. Cd 
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You'd never leave me while you ſtaid ; 


Then hang an arſe, and play the Jade. 
You (wore by all the Gods that be, 
( But what have they todo with thee 2 ) 

_ By Juno, Venxs, neer to budge, 

Till death depart, from your old Drudge. 
And what more than thy parting oriev'd me, 
I like a filly Jade believ'd thee. 

" Who thiak thee ſuch a damn'd Diſlembler ? 
But thou art worſe, a very Rambler. | 
When you came mumping helm a Larbour, 
Tolook for ſhelter in my Harbour, 

My charity I da not rue, 

In giving thee an Alms or two ; 
But that it ever ſhou'd be ſaid 

I made thee free of Board and Bed, 
A Curſe attend the Carrier down 


The firſt day brought thee to the Town, 
C 3 And 


F 
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And gave thee that unlucky caſt 5 
I wiſh that day had been my laſt : 

Then had IT di'd a Maid, and well, 

Tho for it Ted Apes in Hell. 


Is it for ſuch a pickled Sturgeon, 


Such * bus'neſs to deceivea Virgin ? 
You've got a Booty, march, God b'w'ye, 
My Maidenhead, and much gooddo ye z 
Andall the good you got thereby, 

You may c'en put it in your Eye. 

When all your Friends lay ſtrong Devices, 
And get afame by fighting Prizes, 

This for your honour we'll intrench, 

That you betray'd a filly Wench, 

Of all thy Fathers as and merits, P 
Which thou ſonaturally inherits, 

Like him thou haſt one good condition, 


The gift of lying by commiſſion, 
He 


Mb  - < ne*. - 
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He ſtole from Ariadne's Bed, 
And ſhe the better Bargan had : 
But I am ſhun'd by Rook and Bully, 
For yielding to fo mean a Cully. 
Cry, Let her march off with a Pox ; 
We'll finde a fool to rule the fo'ks, 
Yet ſhoud you come again, as ſoon 
You'll finde 'em in another tune : 
Then wou'd they ſay, the Cuckold, let her 
Take him again, ſhe can't do better. 
But why ſhou'd I fiſh in this Puddle, 
And with ſuch Crotchets crack my Noddle ? 


d 


: 
” He's gone for ever, gone to pot 


Rub'd off with what ſmall Geer he's got. 
, * , Althoheſcrewd with other pegs, 
When you were laſt between my legs, 
How ſweet upon me were you then ? 


You kilt, and ſwore you'd come again. 
C 4 Drown'd 
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Drown'd in a Flood we both were laid, 
That very night you pilt the bed z 

Curſing Misfortune, Wind, and Weather, 
That part which brought us firſt together ; 
Then faid, methinks I hear thee (till, 

I!] come, upon my life I will. 


You!! come, but when the Devil's blind. 


Can Iexpect youll be fo kiad, 

Wheg I'm convinc'd you plaid the wag 
On meer deſ:gne to give the bag ? 
Yet I cou'd wilt with all my heart 
And guts thou'd make alittle (tart, 
What doT atk? Thou haſt perhaps 
Another Trollop by the chops ; 

And has by this forgot my name, 

\V hat Geer I am, or whence I came, 
But I {hall ſtrive! to blow the Embers, 


And ſtudy to rubup yonr Members, 


—— 
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Twas I thy ragged ſtate condoling, 


Preſery'd thee whep thou came a ſtroling 3 
Kept thee from ſtinking in the Socket, 
With many a Twopence lin'd thy Pocket. 
I gave thee all, I gave fo faſt, 

The Devil and all, my ſelf at laſt; 

My Farm in Copyhold and Tail, 

In Truſt, till you began to fail ; 

Which was too much for any woman 

To occupy without a Common : 

Which makes me wiſh thee in my Warren, 
For fear the Burrough ſhou'd grow barren. 
All day I view the winds with ſadneſs, 

Ready to drown'my (elf for madneſs. 

Ia the next Pond juſt like a Bedlam, 

Was like to throw my (elf down headlong, 
Nay, ſince you uſeme thus ſo ill, 


I am reſoly'd to doit (till, 
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Sometimes I think to make a proof 

Of Hemlock, Ratsbane, or ſuch ſtuff : 

Then to revenge me on the Elder, 

Wou'd ſtabthce through in Hars en Keldar 3 

Orin a Nooze of Hemp or Leather, 

Surer than that brought us together, 

Think decently my elf to {trangle, 

And in that plight hang dingle-dangle 

Thy Wife, the flouts are thrown upon her, 

Thus with my Life to clear my Honour : 

There on my Tomb write this Iaſcription, 

Who dearly lov'd to be a bitching : 

Here lies poor Phillis worth a Million, 

, The trueit Jade to th falſeit Villain: 

| He was the cauſe of her undoing 3 

And thank, her ſelf for her own ruine. 


þ 


's 


- 
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HERMIONE to OrtsrTEs. 


Y 


The ARGUMENT. 


Hermione, the Dazghbter of Menelaus and Helena, was by 
Tindarus ber Grandfather ( to whom Menclaus had 
committed the grvernment of bis houſe when be went to 
Troy ) contratied to Orcites. Her Father Menclaus 
not knowing thereof , had betroth'd her to Pyrrhus the 
Son of Achilles 3 who retrerning from the Trojan Wars, 
ftole her away. Wherewupon ſhe writes to Orcltes as 
follows. 


Ake this, Oreſt, with commendation 
T From your own buttock and relation 
Nay more, your Wife, but that I buckl'd 
T'another ſince, and made thee Cuckold. 
All that a filly woman knew, 

I ſtrove agaiaſt, but 'twould not do. 
Stand off, ſaid I, and quit my Placket, 
Ormy Goodman will bruſh your Jacket. 
Yet did he drag me by the Breech, 


Through th'gutters, like a new-lim'd Bitch. 
What 


— — — 
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What cou'd I ſuffer more of Rack, Th 
If all Troy-Town were on my back ? Te 
If thou haſt left one dram of kindaels 

For anold Friend, uſe no more ſhineſls; T0 
But like a Tyger come, my Rogue, *O 
Save me from this Whore-maſtring Dog. 


T 
What, can you turn a Tory-catcher, 'S 
And ſee me raviſh'd by a Thatcher ? l 
Think how my Father, that old Coxcomb, 
Fell on his Rival with a Pox to 'em ; 

And to redeem his little Crack, 

Rais'd all the Town upoa his back, 

Had he not hedor'd, hufft, and tore, 


At ſuch a rate, he'd loſt his Whore. 


a T 


Nor need you ſend a Crowd to huff him, 
| Your ſelf will be enough to cuff him, 
Nor will you ſure your (clt diſparage 5 


You're mine by Bloud, as well as Marriage. 
Then 
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Then make all ſpeedy preparation 


To fave your Wife, and your Relation. 
When the old Pimp ſecur'd me yours, 

, Tlittle dreamt of a Divorce ; 

» Ore're to ſtretch my hams abroad 
To one I hated like a Toad, 
So well you tickled up tay Toby, 

| I never cou'd endure this Looby. 
Full well my Father knows, the Letcher, 
What 'tis to love old Cony-catcher : 
And I mul} do't, whate'er come after ; 


& You knowl am the Father's Daughter. 


= 


My Cale is bis 3 and Pyrrbas carries 

A Thiets look too, as well as Paris. 

Let 'em all crack of Deeds and Wonders, 

Of their high Birth, of Claps, and Thunders, 
Of Jove and Juno, and the reſt on 'em, 


Thou art 4s well born as the beſt on 'em. 
And 


ATWO il 
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And can, having tongue to us't, if 
Stand by, and ſee my Friends abus'd? I 
I've one way left before my dying, | H 
And that's to break my heart with crying, L 
But what does't value while he lies out ? 

For ſhou'd | cry my very Eyes out, x 
Cat after kind, I can't eſcape, | 


We'reall too ſubjet toa Rape. 

I need not tell yon how a Swan 
Raviſh'd my Granny for a man : 

How Hippodame the Youth did gull her, 
And drove her in an open Sculler : 

ws " raviſh'd by a Boy, 
And afterwards ſent back from Troy, q* 


I ſcarce remember it, and yet 


G 
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Now I think on't, I rememberit. 
Sa like the reſt of my curſt Kindred, 
I'm kept from thee by ſuch as higder it, 


th mA 
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If old Achilles had but ſeen, 
I'll burn if ever this had been ; 
He wou'd not, to part man and wife, 
Do ſuch a trick to ſave his life. 

Ye Gods, what was my Accuſation, 
To come of ſuch a Generation ! 
My Dam, that picture of ill luck, 
She was as true as ever (truck, 
'Tis a ſtrange Race, while ſhe was chicf in't, 
If there be neither Whore nor Thief in't. 
Scarce had my Father turn'd his back, 
To Pars ſhe became a Crack : 
As ſoon aseer the Wittal left her, 


» Wholike a foolrun madding after, 
He to the Wars, ſhe with her Cully, 

While I was left without a Bully; 

For that ſame Booby Pyrrbas he 


| Had neverone good look of me. 
| Oreſtes 
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Nreſter is my whole delight 5 T 
But if you'll have me, you muſt fight : 


Pyrrhas detains me fince the War 'gan, 

That's all the good I got by th' bargan. 
All day I fit, while Goffips chat, 

As melancholy as a Cat : 

Sometimes I gruat, ſometimes I grumble, 

And all the night I toſsand tumble : 

At fight of him I burſt out fo, 

I make a Chamber-pot oerflow : 

And while I (labber, ſpityand drival, 

I hate him as I do the id 5 


Tho under Canopy of Diaper, 
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I ſhun him as I wou'd a Viper : 


And when he gets within my Quarters, 


Icry, Oreſt, beſhrew your Gatters, 
That very fancy makes me do } 


The thing which I ſhou'd a&t with you, 
| Oreſtes 
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* Oreſtes, come, and make him flie for't ; 
111 be thy Wench, or elſe 111 die for't. 
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> LeanpDpfeRtoHERO. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Leander accuſtomed nightly to ſwim over the Helleſport to 
z1ſit Hero -C Prieſteſs of Venus Temple ) being at laſt 
binder'd by florms, ſends ber the following Epiſtle. 


Ccept this Token from your molt, 
Who'd rather been himſelf the Poſt, 


Smile, Sweet 3 or if you win my heart, 


I had as lieve you'd let a Fart. 

'Twou'd be a Token of thy Kindneſs, 
Since thy Leander'sleſt in bliadneſs, 
And cannot (ee, ill chance ſo happens, 
Thy face, without a brace of Capons. 
When Seas and Winds oppoſe my Team, 


For there's no ſtriving gainſt the ſtream, 
Then I betook me tomy Writing 3 


} "Twill ſave you when you goa ſh----1ng; 
| D 2 Beſt 
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Bleſt Paper! |'to what happy pals " M 
Art thou ordain'd, to kiſs her A----' ip 

Seven nights, with curſing wind & weather, } aq, 
I have not ſet my Eyes together, Ein: 
Tho I can ſee, for all their pother, c 
As deep in Milſtone as another 3 'Th 
From higheſt|Cliff, tho ne'er ſo active, W 
I cou'd not ſpy thee with Proſpettive. - In 
This cro(s-grajn'd fit I had the leiſure A 
To think upon our former pleaſure 3 D 
And like the billows 1a the main Sea, 1] 
Diſlolve my ſelf in ſtrength of fancy. 1 

'Twas night when firſt I rought the Port; 


Plague on the Quean that ſpoil'd the ſport, d 

When I did tread, thy poor Leander, 
The Hele ont like any Gander 

| And Cynthia 10okt pale and meager, 

As if ſhe envy'd us together, 


- 
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My arms grew weak, when hopes t'unrig her, 
With thoughts of thee put on new Vigour ; 
>» And billows flie about my chops, 
In afreſh ſtorm, as thick as hops. 
Soon 1n the window I-eſpy'd 
' Thy Candle-ſquff, this was my Guide, 
When (tarv'd with cold the glimmering blaze 
Did make me put on heart of grace; 
And more than Sops of Hony-ſuckles 
Didin the Floud revive my Cockle, 
Then looking ſharp, cag'd like a Parror, 
I ſpy thy Hawks-bill in the Garret. 
Straight thou eſpies, and tho1'th dark, 
: Full glad thou was to ſee thy Spark ; 
And met me half way over, Rot it, 
So mad you were for to be at it. 
The ſhore I gain'd, nor did you (tickle 


T'accept me w'that ruful pickle : 
| D 3 Cloati'd 
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Cloath'd tle, and on my naked Dock 
Llaſtript your (elf to clap your Smock, 
Leaving your Bum without a caſe, 
Naked and bare as a Birds arſe, 
What then we did, our ſelves know beſt, 
Nor ought|the deed to be expreſt, 
We knew 'twas ſhort, and thought no crime 
To make the beſt uſe of our time, 
So eager were we on the Plunder, 
To recolle& wou'd be a wonder. 

'Tis day 3 and now I ſneakt with groans, 
Like an old Dog had loſt his (tones. 
I go away as after frightning, 
Bur 1 retura like Fire and Lightning. 
Seſtos 1 loath, my native Cottage, 
With thce 1d rather ſup Peaſe-pottage. 
Why woa't 44;jd4os then come hither ? 


SLAce WE pils 1a a Quill together, 


' 


. Were | 
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We're linkt in body, linkt in mind 


Why ſhou'd not then our Farms be joyn'd ? 
' The Seas and Winds keep me aluff, 
Depending on a humorous Huff : 

They loſe me many a Bout, and mar all 

My Viſits till they end the Quarrel. 

When firlt upon the ſhore I lighted, 
The Fiſhes lookt as they were frighted ; 
And gaz'd upon, my braway Haunches, 
As they were ſcar'd out of their ſenſes, 

But now they make no wonder on me, 

I ambecome a mighty Croniez 

And ſince I'm ſtopt by th'weather, the Calves 
Do miſs me much, my Brother Sea-calves. 
Oft have cur(t the tireſome way, 

But oftner far have damn'd my ſtay 

To ſculk at home each ſtorm that's pelting, 


As if I were afraid of melting. 
D 4 It 
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If Summer-blaſts keep us aſunder, 
What ſhall wedo in Snow and Thunder ? * 
Een then I will not ſtay much longer, 


But plunge away like any Conger. 

Tallay the boaſting winds,1'll cuff 'em ; 

And if they won't aſſwage, I'll huff 'em, 

Of my glad ſcape thy arms are proof, 

There I confeſs I'm warm enough 

Or if I die the Road along, 

Then there's an end of an old Song. 

I know the Flouds will have the grace 

To waft me to the wonted place : 

Or if they don't, my amorous Carcaſs 

Knows all the windings to your Stair-caſe z 

Which ſure in Complement you'll greet 
'Withtail of Shift for Winding: ſheet : 

Yet can't with ſtroaking hand reſtore | 


The part you oft reviv'd bcfore. 
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If this offend you, uſe your Charms 


To launch me ſafer through the Storms : 

But when you have me in your Station, 

Then let it roar, and tear the Nation. 

'Twill give my ſtay ſome fair pretences 

Togratihe my lewder (ences, 

T1! then, admit this Scrawl to bloſſom, 

And gather Flowers in your boſom. 
Lodg'd in thy breaſt 'twill be ſome comfort, 
Altho it after kiſs thy Bum fort. 
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Hrro's Anſwer to LEanDER, 


By the ſame Hand, 


And nothing elſe, except your ſtick 


[th Yaughing when I read your Proſe, 


[ yas ready to bepiſs my hoſe ; 


Cou'd fo much tickle me toth' Quick, 
Excuſe my Paſizon ( Sir ) for no man 
Can find the bottom of a woman. 
You-can o1yert your ſelf with roaring, 
About your bus'neſs, drinking, whoring, 
Hunting and hawking, and the ſame z 
For well I know you love the Game : 
Lay Traps to catch the Fox and Gooſe, 
While you forget your amorous Nooze, 


While I've no more to caſe my Clog 


Than Patience, med'cine for a Dog 3 


> 
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Or with my Nurſe fit down complainin gon't, 


* | Toknow what plague ſhou'd be the meaning 
About the Coaſts I keep a racket, "ID 
And ſend to thee by every Pacquet. 
When Night draws on, I keep me waken, 
And light a Candle for a Beacon 3 
Advance the Snuff upon the Save-all, 
Each hour expecting thy Arrival. 

Then poring o'er my work, I wonder, 

What plague's become of my Leander ? 

I'm ſo beſotted with thy fails, 

That | can think of nothing elle. 

What thinks thou, Wench, is my Leander 

Return'd as yet, or is he yonder ? 

Come pray thee tell me, is he (tripping, 
Already plungd, and forward tripping ? 

While [leepy as a Dog, and nudding, 

The drowlie wretch replies, A Pudding.” 
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Yet can't I from the fancy waver t 
He's come, he's coming now or never. $0 
* Then Jayl-bird-like in Grate I'm plac't, | T 
And many a longing look I caſt : YN 
Each nook and corner I examine, 
And pray the Flouds that they may damn him L 
; 


When next he cro(t them, for his wronging 
And bawking thus a womans longing. 
Each voice I hear : if Nurſe but ſneezes, 
Or break bchind in gentle Breezes, 

I ſtraight conclude the wind is weſtern, 
And 'tis the muſick of thy Poſtera. 

At laſt, my comfort,while 1 ſnort, 

I fancy we are at the ſport ; 

I claſp'd my ſhanks abous.your middle, 
And _ you plaid upon my Fiddle, 
My Fountain burſt into a ſtream, 


But Pox upon't, 'twas but a Dream; 
For 
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For thol think on nought but you, 


PO RI 


} Without your ſelf 'twill never do : 
' .Tislikea Banquet of Black-puddia 
Without a dram of fat or bloud-in. 
Laſt night indeed you'd ſome pretences 
To keep you back, beſides your Weaches 
The Seas were rough : but now 'tis fair, 
You might afford to take the Air. 
You need not, finding no reſiſtance, 
Keep a poor Devil at ſuch diſtance, 
And hold that cheerful Cup of Mantling 
From her, that longs like one with Bantliag, 
Is it for fear you ſhift and ſhuffle ? 
I knew you ina harder ſcuffle ; 
If it be (o, ſtill be a (ſtranger, 
Rather than hazard any danger. 
But (till I beg if ought befel, 


Keep counſc), do not kiſs and tell, 
| Not 


| 
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Not of thy Change there's any rumour, M 
But that it is my ſimple humour. | SL 
For ſince I ſee your baſe Contrival, A 
I fear not abſence, but a Rival. V 
Return ye Flouds that hither blew him, 

And let him come, with a murrin to him, 1 
A luckie ſigne! I ſee a Gander 


I'th' Candle ; oh ! 'tis my Leander, 

My Nurſes tail has got a Drum in, 

And ſwears 'tis Token of your coming 5 
And has obſerved by the Crickets, 

Some Strangers making toards our Thickets, 
Come then, Leander, croſs the Ditch, | 
That I may ſay he is a Witch : 
1 cannot budge without thee 3 come, 
No Pillow like Leander's Bum, 

To ſhew I'm willing, I will meet thee 


Chin-deep i'th' He/e/ſport to greet thee, " 
7 
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My Thing's my own 3 while no one ſees, 
SureI may uſe it as I pleaſe, 
A Pox of Fame and Reputation, 


Why ſhou'd it ſpoil our Recreation ? 


47 


How cou'd(t thou from our warmer Pillows 


Thy Hero leave, to hug the Billows ? 

In ſuch a ſtorm to croſs the Road, 

Tarpolling durſt not peep abroad ? + 

For all your boaſting and bravadoes, 

You muſt not think for to invade us ; 

Nor muſt you ſtrive to ſwim when Oars 

And Scullers dare not croſs the ſhores, 

I oft advis'd you, but *twas nonſeace, 

Forit went cen againſt my Conſcience 5 

Yet whea | think on't, in the morning 

I cannot chule bur give thee warning, 
Nor wou'd | have thee crols the itream 


By any means, for laſt nights Dream : 


Me- 
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Methoughts I ſaw a monſtrous Sturgeon, 
All batter'd crying for a Surgeon, 
All naked too, caſt by the flood, 
Which TI'nſafraid portends no good. 
What e're it be, I wou'd adviſe thee 
Be merry and wile, let that ſuffice thee, 
The (torm's (o high, it can't be laſting 3 
Then once more venture a Bumbaſlting. 
Till then, thy Hero's fate condole, 
And ſtay thy ſtomach with this Scrole. 


Laopa- 
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| Laopawta to PrRoTESILAUS, 


o 
— 
# 


; The ARGUMENT. 


| Proteſilaus lying wind-bound at Aulis in the Grecian F leet, 
deſigned for the Trojan War, his Wife Laodamia ſenzs 
this following Epiſtle to him, 


| \ Fter my hearty Commendation, 
; Thy LZaodar ſends Gratulation. 
> The ſcolding ſtorms that ſcar'd thee from me, 


Wou'd Hurricanes deſtroy'd their hutches, 
' So I but had thee inmy Clutches. 
? In haſt thou throng'd to be a Warrier, 


| Why don't they ſend thee packing to me? 


But thou't return with Z ozg the Carrier. 
So raging mad I was to (ee thee, 

I cou'd not frame to ſay, God b'w'ye. 
A merry gale in ſtern abaft her, 


And oft Icry'd, Fair weather after, 
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I lookt and lookt, till by this Light, 

I lookt, and loakt thee out of ſight. 
Then did ſuch fits o'th' ſudden hold me, 
That I was ready to befoul me. 

My Sire and Dam griev'd at the Miſchance, 
Came running all to my aſliſtance; 

With water and ſome Rags they threw, 
They made me clean with much ado. 
They meant it well, but had been kinder, 
To leave me here to the Gold-finder. 

My Bowels grumble, down I fit, 

And fall into another fit; 

Since which, undreſt, my Coats do flow 
About my Ears, I know not how. 

Thus I run ſtaggering round about, 

Like one of Pezz---- drunken Rout, 

Put cn, put on, your Gown, and Mantue, 


My Neighbours cry, the Goflips want you. 


Alas! 


— 
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Alas! you may godrels, talk bawdy, 


What joy have I in going gawdy ? 
Shall Tow'rs and Knots my head inviron, 


And he have nothing but cold Iron? 


Ile caſt my Snout or'e my right ſhoulder, 

And be a Slut while you're a Souldicr, 
Paris, I wilh thee nere a Rag, 

Or that thy Ne/ had becn a Hag. 

Oh Menelans ! 1 ſee clearly, 

Thy weaches Tricks will coſt thee dearly, 

From me, ye Gods, divert the Thunder, 

And ſend him laden home with plunder, 

But when you talk of Wars,you ſtale me 3 

My very heart begins to fail me. 

He@or I fear, that blundering He&or, 

Of Limbs they ſay a great Diſlector, 

My dear, if thou obſerve me duly, 


Beware of that notorious Bully 3 


E 2 Nay 


52 Ovid's Epiſtles 


Ny all, to be thy Life's protefor, 


I.cit every one ſhou'd prove a He@For. 


ER, 


my Give to thoſe mighty men of Arms way, 
And keep thy Coxcombout of harms-way. 
Let the fond Cuckold hew and thump it 
Through all the Crowd to his old Strumpet. 
They are another ſort of Cattle; 
But we ſhou'd fight a ſafer Battle, 

Brave Trojans, ſpare your bloody Hanger, | 
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From one that is not worth your anger, 
My poor good-natur'd fool in place 

Of Danger dare not ſhew his face. 

I'th' ficld he ſtands aloof, and blunders 


But in the Sheets he can do wonders. 


Let them go fight, and find a Tomb 
Abroad, can do no grace at home. 


To let thee go, by what the Wizard 


Inform'd me, weat ag inſt my gizard: 
__ 3 When 
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When you were like (l heard her mumble) 
To crack your Grupper with a ſtumble, 

Be not too forward 1n your anger, 

Or you may chance to rue the Danger. 

The firſt that lands upon the ſpot, 

You kaow 1s deſtin'd to the pot. 

Be not too haſty in the heap, 

But learn to look before you leap. 
To get a broken Pate or fo, 

You'! be too ſoon, tho'nere fo flow. 
In thy Retreat beſtir thy thighs ; 
And if you fall, ſtay not to riſe. 

When ſhall I ſplit my hoofs aſunder, 
And in thy paws ly melting under ? 
Catch thee alone to tell me ſtories 
Of Cocks and Bulls, and Trojan Tories ; 
Then make a thouſand wanton pauſes, 


With ſcrubbing Gills, and rubbing Noſes, 
But 
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But when I think on Troy I feel 


My Spirits ſuak '1ato my heel ; 

And tho' the Winds were quite contrary, 
No miſchicts cou'd perſwade thee tarry. 
All Switch and Spur, for old Pug Naſty ; 
To hang you wou'd not be fo haſty. 
'How canſt thou hope to go through ſtitch, 
To (ide with an Adulterous Bitch ? 

But Ile nere walt my Lungs upon't, 
Bouze on, and (te what will come ont. 

Poor Trojan Cullies, troth, I pity ye, 

To ſce a Harlot thus beſhit ye: 

I ſee how Ne/ intends to buckle 


Up with ker Groom, poor He@or trackle, 
I ſee how ſhe collogues, and grudg 

The Simperings of her weary Drudg. 

She leads the Wittal by the hand, 


And he returns at her Command. 


To 


, 


We Women cauſe we cannot flatter, 


"To bear the Horns he is not nice; 
Obeys, and thinks he has a prize: 
Now he returns, and ſhe with ſpeed 


Receives him to polluted Bed. 


Muſt. make the beſt of a bad matter. 

Yet ſtill thy Picture I am wooing : 
Pox on't, it coſt a Groat the Drawing. 
That I careſs, and decently 
I place it there where thou ſhou'd be. 

I talk, and hug, and ſmug, and try'd all 
The ways to pleaſe the pretty Idol. 

But by this Light and Candle buraing, 

If I hear not of thy Returning, 

As this 1s drink, and by this Cup, 

As Tintend to driak it up, 

To whatere Coaſt thou runs a Madding, 


Since thou delights to be a gadding, 
Ie 
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Tle come and ſtick upon thy skirt, 
As cloſe as ever ſweat-wrung Shirt. 


Farewel ; but pray thee bear in mind 
Thy Dowſabe! thou left behind, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


: Paris baving Sail'd to Sparta for the obtaining of Helen, 
whom Venus bad promiſed bim as the reward of ad- 
judging the prize of Beauty to ber, was nobly there 
entertain'd by Menclaus, Helen's Husband ;, but 
be being Call'd-away to Crete, to taks poſſeſſion of, 

S mhich was left bim by his Grandfather-Atreus, 

commends his gueſt to the care of bis Wife. In his 

abſence Paris Courts ber and writes to ber the follows 


ing Epiſtle. 


"T 'O thee my Duck, and pretty Sweeting, 
Thy Paris {ends all healthand greeting; 
Tho' he ( unles you be fo kind) 
Have for himſelf left none behind. 
Shall I then ſpeak ? Or 1is't your pleaſure 


| ſtay till we have better Leaſure, 
F When 
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When fear of folks may not diſturb us, 
And we may do it to the porpole ? 
But if you'd nceds my Pipes be diaining, 
And by my Mumping know my meaning; 
In ſhort, I love, you pretty Brat you, 
And have a Months mind to be at you. 
Forgive me, Nc, I am fo blunt; 
Our Betters have before us don't. 
I mult contels I'm full of grict, 
And hope you'l give your Slave Relick. 
How am I tickled with Concer, 
To thmk theſe Lines ſhall Kiſs your feet ? 
I hope, if they creep in your favor, 
You'l ſhew my ſelf no worſe Behavor. 
And ſure thoſe hopes can't be betray'd, 
It Yenzs has not play'd the Jade : 
She promis'd me for Scrvice don her, 


You ſhou'd be Mine upon her Honor ; 
And 


_  ——_—————— — — — —_— - _ 
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And for that cauſe I croſt the Kennell, 
To come- here tawning like a Spaniel! : 
| brought my Paſſions here, not found 'em; 
(Wou'd by the way I cou'd havedrown'd'em.) 
I come but for my Due, beſhrew you, 
You were my own before I knew you : 
And e're thy pretty Pigsneys I 
Beheld, I had thee in my Eye. 
No marvile then at ſuch a widneſs, 
Your arrows thus d.d gaw'e my Kidaeys: 
T was fo decreed ; and leſs you glory 
In your own Bane, obſerve this (tory. 

[ was prediſtin'd for my Nel/y 
Ere I was born, in Mothers Belly ; 
Who driecam't ſhe did the Baby dandle, 
Deliver'd of a farthing Candle. 

She ſcar'd, the Baggage at the Viſion, 
To Conjurer hyes ns 2-6 

2 


They 
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They faid with Fire I Troy ſhou'd ruin [| 
But ſure it muſt be with my woing. T 
For fear, they ſent me to the Boggs, H 
To keep the Sheep, and tend the Hogs : h 
A proper, handſom, ſturdy tall Fool ; | 
And well they knew I was no ſmall Fool, 1 
In 14's Copſe there is a Thicket, 3 
And there we often us'd to nick it; E 


W here there was neither Cat nor Mouls, 
Nor paſture for to graze a Loulc. 
Leaning againſt a ſtump of Bryer, 

I ſaw one poſting through the Mire. 
Such noyle| the very place I ſtood in 
Shiver'd for'feare, like Devon pudding. 
When ſtraight I knew by  Badg of mortar, 
Old Jove had ſent me his own Porter. 
Led in his hand the Pimp had brought me 


hree bouncing Wenches, and beſought me 
T hree yneing Sn — 
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I ſhou'd decide the ſtrife, and ſtop all 
Their Mouths that water'd for an Apple. 
He ſpake, and flew up in a Machin, 


According to the modern faſhion, 


When I percciv'd what was to do, 
I grew '{o proud there was no ho. 
| I view'd them round, Each in their turn, 
| Naked and bald as they were born. 
They each deſerv'd, while I did fall 
Horn-mad I cou'd not pleaſe them all. 
| But there was one, my Mouth did water 
Above the reſt for to be at her.. 
And who think you it was ? I gave it 
To Venus, as the Devill wou'd have it. 
Nor did I do it at her own Queſt, 
'T was for your ſakel gave the Conquelt ; 
Who for Reward aflur'd me after, 


I ſhould Enjoy your Mothers Daughter. 
F 3 Mean 
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Mean while, I'm coopt among{t the Eagles, 


And own'd as one of Priams Beagles: 


U 
The ſhepheards threw their Crooks away, d 
And all the Court kept Holiday. C 
| / 

( 


Stark mad for me run all the wenches 


—_ —— - 


AsI for thee have loſt my ſenics; 

All the long night I melt like Jelly, 

|| And dreamt of nothing but my Nel. 
What Doings then beneath the Cadow, 
When I'm fo raviſht with your ſhadow ? 


Sure I muſt burn when I come nigher, 


That Scorcht at ſuch remote a Fire. 


a 


E_.. 


And now my pallion growing ſtronger, 


o — 


I had no power ta ſtay longer: 


_ 


In ſpight of fortune, wind, and weather, 


Rn ood 


ew cond 


Father, and. friends, and all together, 


T lanch out, and away I come, 


m_/ 
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To have a fillip, at thy Bum, 
| Fortune 


— — 
_— 
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Fortune that brought me to your ſhore, 
Did land me in a lucky hour : 

| Your Husband, goodman, did contrive all 

Obliging ways to grace h's Rivall; 

An4l, toquite his Kindnels, took Fold 

| Of all (wife mcans t* oblige the Cuckold. 


| Since I for thee my own dear Ne/ come, 


Will you not alſo bid me wellcome ? 

He kindly rook me home, and (tor'd me 
With all reſpect he cou'd afford me; 
Show'd me the Town, the Spartan ſages, 
The Puppets, Drolls, the (tewes and ſtages: 
Bur rothing pleasd my Eye or Fclly, 

But the Enjoyment ot my Nelly. 

The light of thee reviv'd my heart; 


The re(t I valu'd not a fart, 


Such are thy Charms, did thou but ſend 


When the three Blouſles did contend, 
F 4 Th-u 


tte oboe anon anda 


72 _ OVIDs Epiſtles 
«Thou out| of joynt had put her Noſe, 


"Tthoud a [Shit in Fer hoſe. 
Thou ſhou'd have got the golden Ball 
For thy ({weet ſake I'de bawkt 'em all, | 


wad CdS WA! 


Thy Beauty bears away the Bell, | 
And all the Pariſh Rings of Ne/, wil 
It made indeed a grievous Clutter 
Anv1 does exceed what fame did utter, 
Thou art ſo pretty, neat, and dapper, 
I cannot blame the old Kidnaper 
Make choice of thee above a Dutches, 
And 'groſs thee wholy in his Clutches, 
But (imply then to let you go! 
For ſhame I wou'd not ſerve thee fo, 
Nor ſhou'd thou ſcape my Claws, tis [ 
Had got one Touch at G'ammar hi. 
Come then, my wench, and I will ſhow 


What mighty wonders I can do: 
Let 


/ 
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Let us, fince thou haſt got my heart, 


| Joyn Giblets once, and never part: 

I might have had a Crown and Scepter 
From Juno, if I wou'd a leapt her: » 
I might have don with Pa/as too, 

But I refus'd *em all for you. 

Nor am [ ſuch a ſlippery Eel, - 
To rue my choice; I'm true as ſteel, 

Do thou bear up as true to me, 

As I bove all do value thee, 

Nor need you, tho' you are allowd 

A little handſom, be fo proud : 

I am, for all your petty pelf, 

As well deſcended as your felt. 

My Father has bin twice Church-warden, 
And has as large a houſe and Garden: 
There you ſhall ſee the antient Riddles 


How Troy was built with harps and fiddles - 
e 
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The ſtately, Courts and houſes grow 
With yellow Roots of Golden ſtraw : 


Wagons, and Carts, and ſpacious pallets, 


And crowds of people ſinging Ballats : 
Whole troops of Dames ir Trojan ſhape, 
And wenches ſhining in their Crape; 
| Which you'l prefer before the ſhabby 
And tawdry veſt of Spartan tabby; 
And muſt confeſs one Crate will tillage 
More furrows there than all your Village. 
I do not flant you with milcarrage, 
Or that I would your houſe difparage : 
But you that ſhou'd be deckt at leaſt 
With all the ſplendor of the Eaſt, 
Shqu'd not fit ragged, and condole 
A way your days1n a blind hole. 
That face ſhou'd be adorn'd, my Gul, 


To make folke gaze, with paint and pearl. 
Sce 
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See by my Trojan Livery, 

What tearing ſparks the Ladies be. 
Dijsdain not then, my pretty Jade, 

To take a Trojan to your Bed. 

Jove, that thinks ſcorn to be a Sutler, 
Yet took a Trojan for his Butler: 

And fair Arora to her Lodging 

Did hardly bluſh to take a Trojan: 
And Venzs put on all Diſguiles 

To make a Cnl/y of Anchiſes ; 

Nor rank't with him, your Husband Cat 
Be thought the better Gentleman. 

My fire ne're caus'd the wain to ſtay, 
And rob the Hotſes of their Hay : 

\iy Race are of no Newgate-order, 
Tainted with Felony or Murder: 

Nor were they tantaliz'd in Fables, 

Or whipt far ſtealing Plumbs and Apples, 
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To grace your Husband, you muſt flatter 
Your Kindred Jove to mend the matter. 

Ye Gods, that ſuch a ſmal-beer Trooper, 
Not worthy ſcarce to kiſs thy Crupper, 
Shou'd hug, and lug, and coaks, and flatter, 
And thy poor Paris mouth make water ? 

What ſhall I do ? (till tongue and ſmack, 
And I nere come in for a ſnack ? 

When you the Bantling chuck, I take 
And hug the Bratt for th' Mothers ſake. 


Sometimes I take the Pot to piſs, 
And from my Bawble blow a kiſs. 
Sometimes I'try to Bribe your woman : 


She tells me I'm a fot, and no man. 
It I can not|your favour won, 
I wiſh by any means 't were done, 
By foul or fair, *tis all as one. 
Then 1n a prayer as I begun, 
I throw me at your feet along ------ 


NY n_—  - 


Oh 
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Oh thou more bright and glittering Peacock, 
Then both thy Brothers in a hay-cock ! 
| And fitter farr for the Aboads 
Ot Trojan Dukes and Pagan Gods : 
| Either to Troy with thee I'll budge, 
Or hear I die thy mortall Drudge, 
I cou'd lay more, but 't will be better 
When we are both alone together. 
Perhaps you will pretend, and ſcorns 
To make your Ninny wear the horns. 
Oh Ne4y, can you be ſo ſimple 
To think your face without a Pimple? 
Or change that face, or be more kind : 
Beauty and Grace are ſeldom joyn'd. 
It thou thy Parents virtue conneſt, 
Can Jove and Leda's Brat be honelt? 
Yet be as honeſt as you can, 


At Troy, (he's fo- that keeps to one. a 
ut 
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But now, my pug, Let's do a little, 
Now in the Abſence of your wittall, 
He Courts you toit, who becauſe 
He'd ſpoile no ſport, kindly withdrawes. 
No other time to go to Crete ? 
Ho'w obliging is a Cuckolds wit ? 
His chiefeſt Care above the reſt, 
You ſhou'd be civill to your gueſt ; 
But you forget the charge was giv'n, 


And value not your {lave a pin, 
And think you ſuch a ſenceleſs Lubbard 


Can prize the Treaſure of your Cup-boord? 


Sure did he underſtand the Danger, 
He ne're wou'd truſt you with a ſtranger, 
If neither I can move, nor he, 

We 'are torc't by opportunity : 

Nay, greater Fools then he, to bridle 
Our geer, and ſuch a time be idle! 


ee EE 
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You lie alone, and fo do I; 


Lets make one Bed, and fo comply. 

If you ſhou'd on nice ſcruples reckon, 
I'll find a way to fave your Pacon, 
No preſident fo hke your Mothers, 
That old that Theſeur, and your Brothers, 
Theſews ſtole you, and they ſtole Mully: 
11! be the fourth upon the Tally. 

I have a Boat well man'd and oar'd, 
Able to take us both a board, 
Fear not a Clamor will inlae, 
I've Aſſes, men, and Clubs enough; 
And I can ( ſhou'd the Fool be rough ) 
Deal with your Husband well enough. 
When but a Boy, I did fo warble 
A Jackanapes that ſtole my marble, 
Deiphob, and Ilion in my wrath, 


With my own fiſt I cuft 'em both; 
Belide 
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Beſides all this, I have a He&or 
' Will read his Coxcomb ſuch a Lecture, 
That I am ſure no force can harm me 
Nor you; he is himſelt an Army, 
Nay wench, you don't yet know me fully, 
Who am predeitin'd for your Bully. 
Either from Greece no war ſhall follow, 
,Or it it does, thy foes I'll ſwallow. T 
Nor think Id'e baſely loſe my forage, 
That prize would give the Coward Courage: 
Our fire and flame ſhall be inrold, 
When you and I pox all the world. 
To Bed to Bed; and for the thing, 
You'l find as good as you ſhall bring. 
\ 


W 


Helen 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Helen baring received the forgoing Fpiſtle from Paris, 
returns the following Anſwer. Wherein ſhe ſcems 
at firſt ro chide bim fur bis preſumptim im writing, 
as he bad done, which ad only proce:d from bis 
low opinion of ber virtue. Then owns ber ſelf to 
be ſenſible of the pſi. which he bad expreſſed for ber, 
th, ſhe much ſuſpit bis Conſt ancy, and at lajt 
diſcovers her inclinations to be favourable to him. 
The whole Letter ſhewing the Extrcam artifice of 
woman hind, 


Hen Courtſhip grows impertinent, 
You fancy Silence gives conſent. 
With ſuch D-(igns how dare a (tranger 
Hope 1n our park to be a Ranger ? 


G 


When 
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When you?came hither helter skelter, 


Was it for this we gave you ſhelter? 


You ſtudy'd to reward us finely 


In troth we us'd you but too kindly, 

Your partial will ſince you came Starbor us 

May fancy [I'm unchalt and barbarous 3 

Bur I detic'em for my Taile 

That c're cou'd ſay black is my nayle. 

No Coxcomb yet has had the Knack on't, 

Nor ſhall ] give®cm caule to crack on't. 

How cou'd you have the Imupdence 

To hope a) Qnecn ſhou'd be your Wench? 
Becauſe a Rovitcr once forſooth 

Thought me a Diſh tor his own Tooth, 

Do 'ye think I'm mcat for ſuch a whorſon? 

Niarry come up my Dirty Coulin 3 

Like him a Princels to beſtride, 


Jt nothing £!s but up and ride? 


But 


15 
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But that was only for a Spurt 
And I was more afaid then hurt. 
He was a kind good natur'd Devill 
I doubt you'd hardly be fo civil. 
And do you think I (capt his force 


For to become your ſtalking horſe ? 


Nor was t for want of good will ntither 

That I cou'd keep my Legs together, 

For I cou'd do with all my heart 

With one that cou'd pertorm his part. 

But that I fear thou 'rt ſuch a {loven, 

When thou art in to fre the oven; 

And leave me glowing in that pickle, 

You Trojan Fops are all fo fickle. 

Yet others Do the very Bett on 'em, 


Why ſhou'd not I as well as th'reft on 'ern ? 
G 2 Lede 
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Leda was raviſht by a Swan, 

And why {hou'd Heler tear a Man? 
But ſhe had Jove whereof to glory, 
And what have I?a Trojan Tory ? 

For all your boaſting and your cracking 
Ot Phrygian Blood, you may be packing, 
Your Letter (tuft with all the ſhams 

That canting Golips call flim flams, 

Cou'd ſhe but with your boaſtiog buckle, 

Wou'd make a very Queen to truckle, 
But if I cither whore or pilf 

For any thing, it 15 your (clit, , 

—_ none ot | thole 11] natur'd Bitches : 

Sweeten a Coxcomb tor his Riches 

But if 1 tollow your Worſhips Highneſs, 

[t ſhall be mear ſtark Love, and Kindneſs. 

Not that thy preſents are a Clog, 

For Love my (elf and Love my Dog. 


But 
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But that for me ſo kind thou'ſt bin 
To dabble here throw thick and thin. 

I have obſerv'd Ctho' I can too 
Diſſemble it as well as you ) 
How you'd turn up your goggle Eys, 
And play athouſand amorous toys; 
Take after me the Pot and Baſon, 


Nor wou'd you flip the leaſt occalion. 

For thy fond tricks I bore the blames on 'em 
And many a time I bluſht for ſhame on 'em, 
| found thee willing by thy woeing 

To do, what not? to be a doing. 

Quoth I, I fancy this Fop-Doodle 

Wou'd fain be dabling in my puddle. 

Come Melly come, you'l ſerve the turn, 

To cool my pipes, I burn, Lburn : 

While I that kept thee from my placket, 


My ſelf was madder to be at it. 
G 3 But 
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But oh! Thy face was fo bewitching ? 


I cou'd not chooſe but have an itching 3 
And tho' it were in Hall or Kitchin | 
Full dear Tlong'd to be a Bitching— J 
Of ſome young Rump I wiſh thy Maw fall 
That thou mayſt pray on food that's lawfull, 
Tho' I am young enough, and pert too, 

You muſt not think to tempt a Virtue, 

You ask what's ſought by all Mankind, 
As you have Eyes they arc not blind : 
Circumfering| Eyes make me their Center, 
But you upon the ſpot dare venture, 

Had you bin/here betore the Royſter, 
You'd had the opening of the Oyſter. 
But now too! late, I've one to da't, 
And you may kils the Rabits Foot 
You {hou'd a fair'd before this Sot, 


Yet I'm contented with my Lot. 
| Ccaſc 
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Ceaſe then to force a womans ſhine(s 
And do not with me {fo much Kindneſs. 
You think forſooth it is my Duty, 


Since the three Milles ſtrove for Beauty ; 


One offer'd Keys, another Locks, 
And Fenur, promis'd with a Pox, 
, For a Reward the reſt beguileing, 

You ſhou'd of me have the defileing. 
Bur thus to gratify your pains 

Cart never beat into my Brains, 

That ſuch nice Dames ſhou'd for a Ball 

Uncaſe their ſcutts, and ſhew you all, 

Then ſend to me to ſcowr your Rammer ? 

Don't think me tuch an Innyhammer, 
But grant it were, it 1s not ſuch 

A Booty, tho' you got a touch : 

I ſhould be prouder of my Looks 


To be in yours and Vers Books. 
G 4 "7, » & 
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Juno and Pallas gave a Fee. 
And you refus'd 'em all for me. 
Am I then ſuch a Dainty Bitt ? 
What heart of Rock but muſt ſubmit ? 
What'ere you hear the Rabble ſay, 
Diſlemble (ti1], yet mind your prey, 
But to forbeare's the better way 3 
Yet it you will be bold, you may, 

But pray be private as you can, 
For fear it come to my good man. 
He's gon to ſee my Nuncle, ſpeed 'em, 
And kindly Ictt us to our freedom. 
His Journey's long, and longer may 
Vith all my Intralls be his (tay. 

[ can't but ticklc at his fence 
To leave 1t to my negligence z 
\When he to me did recommend 


All things, but moſt his Trojan friend, 


| Split 
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1 Split my ſides, and only faid 


I, | 
My Dear, well you ſhall be Obey'd. (6 
Fair winds have blown him to a Farr land | 
What pains he taks to wear the garland ? ; / : 


He's gon, yet (till I have ſome fears 

You know ſmall pitchershave long Eares. 

You bid me uſe my time and tool 

Left me by the good Eaſy Fool. 

I would—. and yet 1 doubt— pox ſplit it 

'T wixt hope and fear I have be ſh— it 
We're both hot ſetz my Husbands gone, 

I can't indure to lie a-lone. 

One Room, and nothing but a Wattle 

Devides between us and the Cattle. 

Hang me but every things ſo lucky, 

As it the Doe did cry come Buck me. 

You banter when you ſhou'd be preſling, 


By force to raviſh ſuch a Bleſling, 
Our 
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Our ſex ſtill ready to receive, 


And can take more than you can give. 


I'de fain be Doing— yet 't were beſt *cen 


Give over, and lcave oft our jeſting, 
Tis bad to truſt our geer with ſtrangers, 
Whoſe paſtions like themſelves are Rangers- 
And how dare I truſt you my goods, 
Who lctt Oerone 1n the fuds ? 
Were you in Earneſt, yet you ſtay 
But for a Caſt, and then away, 
And ſculk from Table to your Scull, 
Before I've halt my Belly full. 

But 'cauſe I'm expert at the ſport, 
Youl keep m'/a Mits in Priams Court 
Thcn of my tame you'l blow the Trumper, 
And tell the world I am your (trumpet. 
In Troy what credit hail I find, 


Arid jcavec in Creece tuch ſhame bchind > 
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When all the Town begins to ſtinck on't, 
What will the modeſt Ladyes think on't? 
You'l doubt as I left one for you, 
Il ſerve your (elt the ſame ſawce too. 
You'] be the firſt your ſelf will bang me, 
I'de rather farr your Grace wou'd hang me' 
You promiſe heaps of Trojan Mountains 
But I more prize my Native Fountains, 
It any of your Hectors kick me 
Ith* Dirt , Who have I there to lick me> 
Medea was by Liſon nubbled, 
At ſuch a rate I may be bubble'd, 
Poor filly Devils like my (clt, 
Do often Split upon that ſhelf. 
Your Teeming Dam brought forth a Link, 
Which fiezd Troy, and made 'em ſtink : 
Bel1des, fome old prophetick Magots, 


That Troy ſhould (moke with Grecian Fagots- 
| I fear 
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I fear 'em both ; nor is there truſting 


To Yezws in our Aid to thruſt in. 

They1 be 1cycrg'd : the roreing Lyon, 
Rob'd of his picy, with Death will fly on. 
So great a wrong his Rage wou'd rouze, 
And all my friends his cauſe Eſpouſe. . 
You boaſt of Courage, but alas, 

Ther's little ſign on't in your face, 

To turn it on thy ſwift purſuers : 

Great Talkers are the meaneſt Doers. 

Let Soldiers tend their Trump, and Rattle, 
Thou 'rt timberd for a ſafer Battle : 

And HeJor mind his fiege and Sallyes, 
That's good for nothing but the Gallows. 
Yet why ſhou'd fears my heart amuſe, 
Had I as much wit as a Goots ? 
I'm modeſt yet upon the ſent ; 


In time I may grow impudent. 
You 
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you hant my Burrou late ang Early, © 1 
And only do defire a parley: | 
This is the Subſtance of your chat, i . 
But I can gueſs what you'd be at. Tf + 
In time, upon it you may chop, 
And after ſeeds may bring a Crop. 

This is enough without more ſhines, 
To let you underſtand my Kindneſs. 
My womans truſty proof, and let her, 
Who knows the Jig, inform thee Better. 


Penelope 
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PENELOPE 


3 © 
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The ARGUMENT, 


The R ape of Helen, baving carried all the Grecian Princes 

tothe Seige of Troy. Ulyles, among the reſt there 
fignaliz'd bis manbood and prudence particularly. 
But the Siege at an end, and he not returning with 
the other Captains, Penelope ſends this Letter in 
Deſt of bim. She bad renderd ber ſelf as deſervedly 
famous on ber part by reſiſting all the while the importu- 
nity of ber ſuitors, with an anuſuall Conſtancy aud fide- 
lity.S he complains to Ulylles,of their C ariage, ſhe like- 
wiſe tells him ber apprebenſions and fears for bim dur- 
ing the War,and ſince acquaints him with the ill poſture 
of bis family through his abſen-e,and deſires him to b.jt - 
en home,as the only means to ſet all right again. 


f thy own Per at length break home; 
Send not, but with a vengence come. 
Troy does not keep you now to guzle, 


Not twenty Troys are worth that buzle. 
I wiſh 
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I wiſh the Ruffian ſome ſtout Seaman 
Had Drown'd: him bound to Lacedemor 
I ſhou'd not then have half the grumblings 
Of tedious days, and midnight tumblings. 
Nor half the pains and Labour take, 
And work and weave till fingers ake. 

I fear'd thy Coxcomb they did cuddle, 
Which made my Spouts drop many a puddle. 
The Trojans,were your Camp ſurrounding 
At Heifors name, I fell aſowning. 

When Neſtor's Brat by He&or maſterd, 
My Ars made Buttons for the Baſtard, 
And how Patroclus paid for's ſham, 

1 cou'd not choſe but curs and dam. 
Tlepolem got a prick ith' Breech, 

And I cou'd not forbear to ſcratch. 
What ever Greeks fell in the fray, 


| ſtraight fell down as dead as they. 
Yet 
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' Yet 'tis ſome Comfort in the ſhowring 
That thou ſhou'd live to ſcape a ſcowring. 
Troy's burnt, amongſt the blundering ſots 
My Husband's roreing or'e his pots, 

The Bonfires blaze, the Rockets thunder, 

And all our Cabbins cram'd with plunder. 

The women rive their Husbands wallets, 

And ſing Troy's Downfall in new Ballats. - 

For very Joy we're grown lo laviſh, 

The Wives their very Husbands raviſh. 
Some ſpil their Cups, and draw the fable 

Of all the ſiege upon the Table. 

This S7mois , that the Sigan Hall was, 

And this was Priams lotty Palace. 

Here ſculks Ulyſes, there Achilles, 

Here He& or torn with Mares and F llics; 

This I was All infarm'd by Neſtor, 


And how you gav* the foe a Gliſter, | 
Delon 
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Dolen nor Rheſe your ſword eſcaping, 
Banter'd the one, took th'other napping. 
Amongſt the tents thou art fool hardy, 
But to remember us too tardy. 

Walt thou not raveing Mad to fall, 
Oth' Camp thy ſclf, and kill 'em all? 
I thought thou, had more grace or wit, 
To take 'em when they were at ſhe 
And not to run fuch deſperat Courſes, 
To rob their Crates, and (teal their Horſes, 

You Troy have rais'd out of the Margin, 
What good have I got by the Bargain? 
To your poor Pez it's all as one, 
To Dildo damn'd to do alone, 
For notwithſtanding all your ſwaggar, 
To me all's ſtanding but your Daggar, 

Now Nettles grow in Priams (tair-caſe, 


Manur'd with Dung of Trojaz carcals ; 
H 
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Nor court nor Cabbin, mud, nor ſtone, 

Nor Trojan left, but ſculls and Bones, 

What michict can detain thee now ? 

Am I not worthy then to know ? 

When all your friends arc homewards throng- 

To hang an Ars,and {poil my Longing. (wg 
Ther's nvt a Scullcr makes a thore, 

Pur I enquire | thee ore and ore. 

I call for Liquor to be nivling, 

And o're the por I fall a {cribling, 

To Pylos thcy I frat pell-mel!, 

But coy'd.not have one 1[y]able. 

To Spart 4 tc »\ who <an't deviſe in 2 

What coutc thou talk (t to practize in? 

Wouud I were! certain of thy Landing, 

Or that thole Cabbins yer were ſtanding z 


Then might we, { had you kept your Meares, ) 


Know where abouts you 're with your beares. 
; Bur 
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But tobe no where on the ſpot, 

I fear, I fear, I know not what, 

And do ſuppett at this wide Distance 

Thou'rt got amongſt the wild Phyliſtins z 

Or that you have forlook your ſhallop 

To fall aboord ſome other trallop. 

And tells her what a dowdy Mawkin 

[ am, that thus deſerves Four Bawking. 
Plague on this jealous humour, rot it, 

I'll never break my Brains about it. 

Vaniſh vain thoughts,and ſhake your Crams, 

He'l be with me when ere he comes, 

My Father wou'd have had me truckled 

To an old Fop, and made thee Cuckold. 

He led me ſuch a weary Lite, 

But let *em raile, 1 am (till thy wite, 

i wou'd not yet, thy own dear Perny 


Give my Ulyſſes for a Guennie. 
H 2 Thy 
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Thy Loving Pez will make 'em flee for't, 

And be thy wite, or elſe I'll die for't, 
From Crete, from Samos, Rhodes, and Zants, 

Drunk every day with Ale and Nants, 

Such Troops of Raggamufhns come, 

As eat thee out of houſe and home. 

Medon, and Polyb, and Peſander, 

And gray Emrimachus the gander, 

With thouſands more defile your towels, 

And fealt upon our very Bowels. 

Melanch, and Irns the Bulbeggar, 

Riffle, and rummage up your Leager. 

In mine and their own Dung they wallow 

And of my Breech the ſavour follow. 

You're e'en but well enough rewarded , 

Your houſe is like to be well guarded. 

A feeble Gray-beard always tippling, 


A_helpleſs wife, and a young ſtrippling 3 
Whom 
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Whom late we were like to looſe the Spaniel! 
Halt drown'd, as he but croſt the Kennell. 


: But God forbid till 't be his Cours 
To lay my head as well as yours: 
And may the youth ſtill live, and thrive, 
While he ſees any one alive. 
The Nurſe, the Hogheard, and the Hind 
To wiſh the ſame are al! fo kind, 
With old Laertes my protectors. 
But what are they amongſt the Hedtors ? 
To truſt Telemach, I had rather, 


But hee's an Urchin hke the Father. 


| 1 what am I? — las I'm not able 
To decal with ſuch a Ribble-Rabble, 
Come ſoon, or cls the Devill burſt you, 


For you are all we have to truſt to, 
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So may your ſon grow up a Scholar, 
AnJ4 old Laertes ceaſe his Choler. 
I blooming, when you gave the Bag, 


Am now beeom a wither'd Hag. 


Fypſipyle, 
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HYPSIETSAE 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Defire of gaining the Golden Fleece put Jaſon 
npon 4 Voyage to Cholchos, In bis paſſage be ffope 
at the Iſland Lemnos; of nbih ple e Hypſipyle 
was then Deen, f and d f r ber pron ſaveing f 
ber Fatber T hogs. In a geniral maſlicre of the 
min there by the women of that Country. Her En- 
tertarnment of Jaion ! ) bud 4” tndnod him to ſt xy 
there two yours, at the er:4 of which be left the 
Iſland, and the Queen (then big with Child ) and 
after a thouſand : vows of Conftancy and a ſpeedy 
Retwrin, Þ | rſs r hag fart inteaded voy 720, and ar- 
riv's at Cholcko 05; where A ta was King, Medca 
his Dawgvter falls deeply in Love with Taſon, aud 
by ber charms be gaind th? Golden Fleece, with 
which and Mc 'dea he * ſecretly faild hime tn "L heſla ly. 
Hyplpyle bearting of bis Landing with ber more 
bappy Rival Mcdca, writes bim this F puſtle. 


H 4 Laden 
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Aden they fay with a ſtoln Cargo, 
In Theſſaly lyes pilfring Argo. 
Id'e' ſend thee wellcom, did I know, 
From thy own mouth that it were ſo. 
To break the Banes you did not (tickle 
Againſt the: wind, then thee leſs fickle. 
It you don't think me worth your Labour, 
You might have ſent a price of paper. 
Why ſhou'd the Rabble crack our Sculls, 
Before thy {lt with tales of Bulls? 
Clods fought with Clods, ſppung up and flew 
Each other without help of you. 
Poor thief, what have you elſe to brag on 
But of his Fleece you robb'd the Dragon # 
Wou'd I cou'd ſay when folks deny it, 
Here hee's himſelf to juſtifiy it. 
Yet I cou'd ceaſe my jealous grunting, 


Cou'd I but ſay you are my Bunting, 
But 


| 
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But ah! that hope is vain! a Witch 
Has got my Bunting by the Britch.._... 
Wou'd I cou'd ſay, ( but fears bedung me) 
Wou'd Icou'd ſay, my Dear 1 wrong thee, 
Here came a Stroler (tarv'd with hunger, 
I ask'd him for my Mutton-munger 3 
Lives he *—— or is he dead or hving? 
Or with what Jilt 1s he a wiving? 
He Lives, faid hez I made him ſwearit, 
He ſwore by Styx, yet (till I fear it. 
He bid me leave my idle talking, 
That you the Bulls were juſt now yoaking z 
The Serpent ſpawn'd a crop of Heroes, 
In native Buff, and Bandiheroes ; 
And by their own inteſtine fury, 
Off-hand did one another worry. 
I ask'd again, Lives he, or no? 


Or prethee tell me ſo or ſo; 


He 


I Ro On 
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He lily kept me in the dark yet, 
And makes the beſt of a bad Market. 


Yet cannot he for all his Blanks 
But ſhew thg, baſeneſs ot thy pranks. 


Oh! Where are all your Lies and Flattering, 


So often {ct my mouth a watering ? 

What wind|to Lemos blew you hither 2 

Or why ſhou'd I admit you either ? 

Here's neither Sheep, nor Fleece of Gold, 

Nor is my Lemnos a Pintold. 

At firſt I did deſign to crap thee, 

And ſet the Women on to clap thee; 

The Lemnian Guls are buxom wenches, 

And wou'd have carbona'd thy haunches. 
For two tyll years, ere thou waſt budging, 

Under my root 1 gxve thec lodging : 

Then incak away to play the thief, 


Pretending you were full of grict. 
Don't 
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Don't fret thy ſelf, my Heart and Liver 


[11 come again, if I come ever — 
Then bubbles at the ſnout, and maunders, 
Asif your Noſe had got the glaunders, 
Then to the Harbor with a (trong gale, 
You clear'd the ground tag rag, and long tail, 
Ot all the crew you made a Din moſt, 
And cry'd the Devil take the hinmoſt. 
Upto the Garret I was fled, 
And cry d my eyes out of my Head 
Gazing as far as I cou'd ſee, 
Till I loſt them as well as thee. 
Fulloft I wiſh'd thee here a mumping, 
But thou reward(t me with a thumping. 
It made me mad, to think a Hag, 
Shou'd give thee ſuch a Running Nag; 
Shall I clean diſhes deck the Kitchin, 
For one that loves tobe a Bitching ? 
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1 always fear'd your Dads contrival 
That I ſhou'd have a Grecian Rival. 

But ſhe's no Greek, ah can you rump it, 
With ſuch a lewd Barbarian ſtrumpet 2 
Who with her ſpells can only flout ye, 
Nor can ſhe flave you with her Beauty, 

She'll ſtop the Moon by Magick, intold 

The Sun, and clap them in a pintfold ; 


She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the Fountains 
( tains. 


And from their Seat moves Woods and Moun- 
She'll ſcorch your very Bones within, 


And make 'em rattle in your skin ; 

She'"i] gore a Fly, a Bat, or Beetle, 

Art Ten miles diſtance with her Needle: 

And ina Print of moulten Butter, 

Give them the Running, Gripes, and Squitter, 
'Tis Form and Beauty moves the Tilters, 


But ſhe ſecures you with her Philters, 
How 


BURLESO VED. 109 


How can you doat on ſuch a witch, 
And hug a Syren like a Bitch ? 

You as the Bulls ſhe yoak't ith' wagon, 
And tames you as ſhe did the Dragon. 
For all your pride linkt to this Quean 
You'l looſe your Credit quite and clean, 
Nay by the cenſuring world 'tis babbled, 
That by her (ſpells you are inabled, 
ns F And the ſtol'n Fleece of corl'd filver 
n. | Medea did not [aſon pilter. 

It was not he that (tole the Ram 

The Devill Iſo, but his Dam, 


A northern laſs! a pretious Beauty ! 


To love and parents ſhew more Duty, 
Let ſome wild Rutfhan thither gallop, 
A fitter Match tor ſuch a trallop. 
Iaſon more fickle than the weather, 


Can vowes nor oaths brings us to gether? 
You 
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You parted mine, return ſo too, 
Lets Do't, and make no more a do. 
If Beauty Birth or parts can move, 
Or Breeding to oblige thy Love, 
Know I am Thoas only Heireſs, 
The very beſt in all the Pariſh, 
Oth' right ſide got by Mother and Sire, 
And Drunken Bacchus was my Granfire. 
Theſe, and my Lemnos make a Dowry 
Enough tor any filching Tory. 

* [I Mother am, be thou a Father, 
And of the gravill caſe my blather. 


Your Brace of twins,thole chattering Rook, 


: 
1 
| 
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Savcing your guilt, retain your Looks, 
In all things els {o like your ſnout 

As it your lclt had ſpit 'em out. 

Thoſe I had ſent in ſtead oth' Letter, 


To plead their Cauſe, and mine the better. F 
Di 
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Did I not fear Medea's malice 
Wou'd ſend them (traightway tothe Gallowsz 
Wou'd ſhe that gnade a mortall haſh 
Of her own Brothers, ſpare my fleſh? 
Yet in your arms this ſorcerels lyes, 
And you conceit you have a prize; 

Falſe Fool I blame, but do not wonder 
What made the Lemmon wenches thunder, 
Suppoſe the fates had us'd their Engins 


To blow thee hither with a Vengeance : 


What Impudence cou'd thou aſſume 
To ſee thy Brats and me at home ? 
k, Thus to betray thy fleſh and blood ? 
Hang thee, nay hanging 1s to good, 
Tho' I perhaps had ſpar'd thy Iacket, 
[ſhou'd have riv'd the witches placket, 
To her l ſhou'd Medea prove, 


If Fove regards my Injur'd Love þ 
id May 4 | 
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May that loath'd Hag my Bed defil'd 

Be by her own Deſignes beguild, 

And may ſhe be for all your Fleeces, 

By Dogs for Carrion torn apieces. 

May her old Sire, and Brothers Murder, 

Be her own Doom, ſo God reward her, 
And may ſhe ſplit upon that ſhelf, 
Till in Diſpair ſhe bangs her felt. 


Phedra 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus the fon of FKgeus having ſ{ain the Minotaur 
Jonas to Ariadne, the Daughter of Minos and 
aliphac, ſor the Aſſiſtance of which ſhe gave bimto 
carry ber home with him, and make ber his wife, So 
together with ber ſick, Phazdra they went on boord, and 
and ſail'd ts Chios, where being warn'd by Bacchus 
be left Ariadne, and Married ber ſiſter Pheedra, 
who afterwards in T heſcus ber Hurbands abſence, 
fell in Love with Hypolytus ber ſon in Law, who had 
vowed Celibacy, and was a bunter ;, wherefor ſince ſhe 
_ con'd notconveniently otherwiſe ;, ſhe choſe by this 
Epiſtle to give bim an account of ber paſſiox. 


F thou 'rt unkind my pretty Elf, 


I ſhall go near to Hang my ſelf. 


La Read this I pray, and then conſider 


What gripeingsI have in my Blather. 
L Thus 
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Thus we by notes confer with eaſe 

Which ſerve us 11 our pnvacies, 
Thrice my fad Tale, ere I a word 

Cou'd utter fcll intoa T— 

T ſham'd to lay I was beſh— 

But what I bluſhe to ſpeak, I writ. 

'T is dangerous to reliſt ſuch motions, 

TheGodsthcmſclves do take their potions ; 

1hey promis'd me to fend thee hither, 

That we might take a Doze together 

And with a pill or a Compound, 

To purge thee of the weather-bound z 

Yet when [I firlt was marry'd, then he 

Found me 2s \ncat as any penny. 

But a Fice {mother d 1n the $kin, 

When it's not out, ſtinks wors with. 
As a young puppy learnt to fetch, 


Is pincht aad jatht. and (trookt and (cratcht : 
50 


BURLESQUED. uu i 


So you reſolve cre I be idle, Yl | 

To make me bite upon the Bridle. | 
When Love was young the whore bepiſt her 

In riper years ſhe took a gliſter, 

To thee I mortgage Tick and feather, 

Lets be undon, and bed together. 

How can you ſpare the fruit that gtowes, 

And till lyes bobbing at your Noſe? 

But now my Beauty had no match, 


Shall I begin to paint and patch ? 
I for thy Love no hazard fear, 


It is no Sin ualc's you fwear. 

Shou'd Juno give her { what dee call it 
Id'e quit her Jove for my Hypolyt. 

With thee I've withe thele many years, 
To have a fiisk among{t the Bearer. 

To dabblc in the Bogs and fountains, 


And drive the Beagles o're the Rene. 
l. 2 T1o 
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To get a Green-gown while I lie 
Oth' graſs > Wou'd you ſtand pimping by ? 
L have a little hand wheal-barrow, 
And thick and thin I venture thorow. 
Drunk in my CupsI ſtamp and ſtair, 
Rageing, and \mad as a march hare, 
And make my (elf a very ſtalkhors 
Amongſt the Bulkers, and night walkers. 
And whilſt you are amongſt your wenches, 
I find my felt where the ſhoo pinches. 
Is it a Fate th' Blood that Venus 
With infamy reſolves to ſtein us? 
It is a bleſſed Generation 
When whore and Rogue's all the Relation, 
Europa long'd for a mad(Bull, 
And had of him her Belly full : 
And to her ſhame I had a mother, 


Een as good at it as the other, 
The 


Both by the Father and the ſon. 
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The Filer Theſews by my filter, 

The Monſter ſlew, for which he kiſt her. 
The (elf ſame courſe my felt am (tearing, 
There's nere a Barrel] better Herring. 

It was unlucky for us Both, 

She lov'd the Father, I the youth : 


Say then two filters are undon, 


When firſt we met at Country farm, 
Wou'd I had broke a Leg or arm, 
Elenſis was the fatal place, 

I wou'd I nere had ſeen that face; 
That face fo fair, for all to ſee, 


Was an unlucky one to me. 
Thy Drawers, Charcole-Wife,and Waſt-coat, 


Became thee better then a lac'd Coat. 


——_— ———G ad » 
— ” 


At pleaſure to ſlip on and doft, 


ye _E_- 


As home, and plain as a pike-ſtatt. 
I 3 I Love 


= — 
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I Love it beſt, I will not flatter 


Becauſe it moſt reſembles nature. 

If thou but ſneeſe or let a fart, 

I ſmile, and fay 'tis don with art ; 

Or ſee thee poiſe thy little Tool, 

E'en any thing does pleaſe the Fool, 
But inthe Woods purſue thy freaks 

And meddle not with ſuch a Jacques. 

Muſt Country |Trulls have all the ſport 

And ſtarve the Ladyes ot the Court ? 

For Heaven's fake Lad forbear high Toſs, 

Or thoul't come home by weeping Croſs. 
Famous was) Cephalus the Kildog 

For (laying many a Curr, and Milldog, 

Yet him Eurors did bewitch, | 

Who left his 61d for a young Bitch. 

Under a ſhade her amorous Boy 


Fexxs did often occupic. 
| Atlantas 
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Atlantas lay with Meleager, 
And did together for a wager. 

Between two pooles there 1s a Kennall 
Adorn'd with Beds of Lecks and Fennell. 
Thither to th' Bawdy Bank I 1] come, 

One Bit abroad's worth two at home. 
Wee tumble ona Bed of parſley 
T' our wiſh the thief is gon to Theſſaly : 


There taken up with Cinder footy, - 


Then thou or I a better Booty. 
And there to ſhow his further malice 
Againſt us Both, he hutis and rallys : 


He gave my Brothers Bum a gliſter, 


#7 h 
: o / 


And plaid the Raſcal with my Siſter. 
With Ducks and Geele to find his Fox meat, 
And left her in the woods for Hawks meat 


Amongſt the Beaſts where thou waſt foſter .! 


Torobthy Right, and make thee a Baſtard : 
I + | And 


_ - - 


- _ ——_— 
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And tho* I brought him more by others, | 
They're all his own, thy very Brothers. 
Then do not ſtand on Terms of Duty, | 
Who left thee here to me a Booty, 
He did it firſt, art thou afraid = 
Then to defile thy Fathers Bed? 
If neither frightens me, nor ſhames, 
Mother and Son are but mear names 
Of fear and Duty to amaze 
The folks in old Queen Beſs days. 
But honeſt Joye full often kiſt her, 
And made no Bones of his own Siſter, 
Nor matters it! ſo near a Kin, 
The nearer that the deeper in : 
And all will praiſe us when a Mother 
And Son's ſo kind to one another, 

Nor wou'd we keep it in the dark yet, 


Wee'l hug, and kiſs ith' open Market 3 E 
or 
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For were we catch't in naked Bed, 
My Legs and Arms about thee ſpread, 
It is but Mother and the Son, 


And who can gueſs what we have done? 


Only make haſte my pretty Duck, 
For I cen long to give thee Suck. 
Betweenmy Breaſts to get thee once 
le fall upon my Marrow-bones, 
And kiſs the Borders of thy Jerkin, 

To pleaſe thee I will ſhew my Merkin, 
Nor can the Fur my Youth affright. þ 
In love it 1s a decent fight: | 
For when with Action we grow bolder, | 
Shame flies the Field like beaten Soldier. 

| 


Forgive I pray this fond Confeſſion, |; | 


And pitty, pitty my Tranſgrefſion. hy 
pitty, pitty my Tranſgr What 


—— attr.aheatd. ann cad. 
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What tho' my Father keep a blunder, 
And my old Grand(ire huft and thunder, 
Tho' with the richnels of the Glaſs 

The Cuckold had a ruby face. 

To love their: Honours but a Slave 


Ifthou'lt not me their Credit fave. 


All Crete T'le bring thee for a Dower, 
Thou ſhalt have all things in my power. 
For Venus lake then taſte my Haggile, 
And never mind a ſcornful Baggidge. 
So may Dian raile thy Flame, 

And every ſpot afford thee Came. 
So may the little Country Cracks, 
Fall all bcfure thee on their Backs, 
And all the Milk-mattis Piggins burſt 
In heat. of Love to quench thy Thuſt, 


Mi- 
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Millions of Tears I joyn with Cries. 1 

Which as thou read(t with thoſedear Eyes, WIT 
Think that;thou ſeeſt the Floods that riſe | | | 
To wiſh thee here between my Thighs. | U 
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d 
DID O 
T O 
\ 
ANEAS: 
( 
The ARGUMENT. \ 
Eneas the Son of Venus ard Anchiſes, baving at the Þ j 


Deftrutiion of Troy, ſaved bis Gods, bis Father, and 

Son @(canius from the 7ire, put ts Sea with twenty || | 
Sil of Ships, and having been long toſt with Tem- 
peſts, was at laſt Cit up14 the Shoar at Lybia R 
where Queen Dido! fiying fromthe Cruclty of Pigma- |}. 
lon ber brother, who h:d killed ber Huh and Siche- 
as) bad lately b:alt Carthage. Sheentertzin:d [Ene+ 
as and bis Flett with great Civility, fell paſſionately I * 
in love with bim, an41 in the end denied bim not the 

lift Favours, But Mercury admoniſhing Xneas ts 

go in Search of Italy ( a Kingdom promiſed to him by 

the Gods ) he r(1dily prepared to obey bim, Dido 
ſoon perceived it, and baving in vain try'd all other 
means to engage bim to ſtay, at laſt in deſpair writes 

ro biggas follows, 


0 O in the Fallows of Menander 
The mourntul Gooſe gaggles for Gander. 
Not 
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Not that I doubt a greater Miſchance, 

Or hope t' enjoy thee at this diſtance 
But having loſt my better halt, 

Why ſhould I fear to caſt my Calf? 

'Tis then decreed poor Dido's left 

Ot thee, and all thou haſt bereft. 

While thou deſigns amongſt ſuch Trumpery 


Had rather have thy Room then Company. 
Nor can my kindneſs yet reſtrain you, 
You ſeek a Whore that would refrain you. 


You ſhun your old Friend for a new one, 


See what you get by playing Truant. 
Suppoſe unto your wiſh you landed, 
Then like a Coxcomb be Disbanded; 
What Cully is ſo void of Senſe 

To hope to find an honeſt Wench # 
Yet you refuſe your old Cxrabling, 


And in new holes love to be dabling. 
When 
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When will your Truls fuch pleaſure ſhow 
As mine, above, or yet below? 


It twenty ſuch you chance to (ee, 
You'l never find the like of me, 
For oh ! I burn alive, Pox rot 'em, 
With thoſe ſame things asI had got 'ent. 
fEneas 1s my daily Theam, 
And all the night of him I dream. 
Yet he ( ungrateful ) is abſcond, 
Fool that I was to be ſo fond. 
My felt alone can nothing do, 
Which makes me oftner wiſh tor you, 
Oh! Cxpid, pitty me, and make 
Thy Brother kinder for my fake. | 
I'me raging mad to think that Vers | 
With ſuch a Scoundrel ſhou'd beſtcin us; 
£ 


Such an unluckey Harlots Bird , 


Thou Vemes Son? thou Vemus T9, | 
Sprung 


edi. OA 
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Sprung from the Droppings of a Diſh-clout, 

Or from the Scummings of a Piſs-pot. 

Drawn in a Flood from her Inferiors, 

She blew thee out of her Poſteriors, 

Which made a Bouncing and a Rottle, 

Like windy Ale in (trait-mouth'd Bottle 3 

A noiſe like that makes neighbouring Nation 

Take ſnuff in Noſe, and fall in paſſion. 

That rais'd the Billows with a Powder, 

A Hurricane cou'd not be lowder. 

Yet ratherthen thou ſhou'd be packing, 

[ wou'd diſpence with all thy cracking 
Thou doſt deſerve to hang, thy ſwingers 


And thee, but Ile not 'hile my Fingers. 
By ſhunning me you fall in Chinks, 
The more you (tir theworſeir ſtinks. 
Stay but alittle till the Tide 


be turn'd, and I am fatish'd 
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Stay only while your blood does Flow, 


And when it's out, then treely go. 


Know'ſt thou not yet the many dangers 


In unknown Pools do happen Strangers? 
The Fure-Ships flaming in the Center, 
How are you then fo bold to venture? 
Which were it (ate trom Node or Shanker, 
A thouſand Milchiefs in it Anchor. 

In that Abyl the Fates have Engines 


For to reyenge you with a Vengeance. 
There all your Mains Chance often Nicks, 
To pay at laſt for all your tricks , 

Thus I thy ſafety do propound, 
And clapt my fclf to keep thee ſound. 
Falſe as thou art T'de not contrive 
Thy Death to have thee rot aliye. 
I rather ( asthou doſt deſign ) 


Thou liv'd to be the cauſe of mine, 
Shou'd 
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Shau'd thou be Poxt by any Woman, 
( But Heav'n 1 pray forbid the Omen ) 
While tor Revenge my Fury crics our, 
My very Ghoſt wou'd pull thy eyes out, 
Foaming at mouth think how I rore, 
And bait thee like a Butter-whore. 
Shou'd Pains and Ulcers then like Thunder 
Serze thce and tear thy Soul afunder, 
What coud'(t thou ſay in thy detence, 
But 'tis what I delerv'd long fince ? 

Leſt this ſhould happen, be no Ranger, 
But ſtay at home to ſhun the danger, 
Think of thy Brats, if not thy Granfire, 4 
For me thou'lt have enough to Anſwer, 
What havethey donethat thou'tt be ganging? 
Was't to be drown'd they ſcap'd a hanging? 
But thou preſerv'd not Son nor Father, 


But Wind to fill an Empty Blather, 
K 


Thy 


| 
| 
| 


4 ” Pan” m—myg..o.. . 
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Thy Tales of Troy were all Romances, 
Nor I firſt gull'd amongſt thy Weaches, 
Did you not leave among the Bogs 
Your own Cre«ſs to the Dogs? 
This Cruelty my heart did fire, 
That thou ſhou'd deal ſo baſely by her, 
Nor do I doubt for ſuch abuſes, 
(Tho' you pretend a thouſand 'ſcuſes) 
The Fates conſpir'd with Sea and Wind 
To Plague, and ſerve thee in thy kind, 
Thy tattard Crew, thoſe lean Raſcallions, 
Tholc Jouly ſtirv'd Taterdemallions, 
Like drown'd Rats calt alhoar I ted, 
And made tice txee of Board and Bcd, 
To (uccour thcm at ſuch a Seaſon 
Was kind, the reſt was ont of reaſon; 
Cuſt be the Shower that did Pelter, 


WWen tn the Ditch Ve went tor {hclter, 


The 
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The Dairy wenches, and the Milk-Maids \ 
That little knew. thy knack to Bilk Maids, '\ 
When they began to tune their Pallets, 
I thought had ſung our Wedding Ballets, KL 
But now I hnd the Fury's Barked, ſ 
The lamentation of bad Market. 

Oh Honeſty! where art thou Baniſht ? 
Exact thy due from him that's Vanulht 3 


By Death redeem my Reputation, 

And let my Ghoſt blow up the Nation, 
Cloſe by my Thighs, a gloomy thicker 

Lies languiſhing tor thee, my Pricket. 

There reat}'d with flowerslongs to be at you, 

Altho' it were but with your Statue. 

Laſt night mcethought he (cratcht my Bum, 

And twice he cry'd, my Di4o come. 


She comes indeed, and hears thy Summons, 


But cannot brook your iingle Commons. 
K 2 For- 
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Forgive the wrongs thy Bed I offer'd, y / 
Thou askt no ſooner then '"twas proffer'd, | 
Thy Mother Bawd, and Sire who is Chief | 
Of all the Pimps, did all the Miſchief. | 

He came of ſuch a noble Race, 

I wiſh I had him by the face, 
But ill luck! got me by the Scur, 
And as it open'd let it ſhut. 

My tool, my Brother flew at th' Altar, 
He took his Goods, and left a Halter. 
Friendleſs and Pennylefs with Rumping 
I clear'd the ground, and went a mutnping 
To Forreigh Countreys, where my Brother 
Cou'd not diſcern me from another. 

And here a Stroler from the Tenants, 
I bought this ſpot to do my Pennance, 
With all the Garden-Plats and Ditches, 


To entertain thee and thy Bitches, 
And 
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.{ And rais'd theſe Walls by Thett and Plunder, 
To all my Neighbours fear and wonder: 
But moſt their fear, for much they dread 
The Roof will tall upon their head. 

And now they Arm with Spade and Shovel 
With Topſy-turvey to unruflle. 

I mult have a man to find me Mortar, 

A Woman's but a weak lupporter, 

And yet a thouſand Gulls a Driaking 
Wou'd for my fake keep all from linking) 
Who thothey offer Sheep amd Mutton 
To thee, I value not a Button. 

To Proud Hyarbas let me Sail, 
( For this mult be it we fell Ale ) 
Or to my Husbands Murd'rer leave me, 


What Eye ſees not, Heart cannot grieve me. 
Go then fond Rultick, trace the Mildews, 


But leaye behind your Tools and Dildoes. 
K 3 Touch 
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Touch not that Spot, who art not ſuch, 
Thou with a pair of Tongues ſhould touch. 
* Thy bawdy fiſt it more dildains 
That e're it caught me by the Reins. 
Perhaps my greatelt ſhame's to come, 
Since thou lay pelting at my Bum, 
My Souderkin and I ( God wot ) 
Muſt both together go to Pot; 
And tho' unborn, with guiltlels Mother, 
Reſalve to dye with one anather. | 
© Some God thou ſaiſt ſent thee aground, 
Wou'd I 're as ſure of twenty Pound, 
Or the ſame God, beſhrew his Garters, 
Had found thee out ſome other Quarters, 
But whether 'twas a God or Devil, 
No thanks to them, you found me Civil. 
Nor do doubt but he the Calf 


Thzt put thee on, will bring thee off. 
You're 
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You're bound to Tiber for new plunders, 
And there you hope to purchace Wonders, 
But when thou'rt there thou'lt be at beſt, 
I tear me, but a forry Guelt. 

Yet it may live to bauk thy Fleet, 
When thou halt nere a nole to lee't. 
A Crown m ready is my Dower, 
Here thou art fate a Conquerour, 
Here thou may Fix thy Troy and Hiſtorys, 
And young Aſcanins get a Miltrels, 
And while we fleep in a whole skin, 
Bring Griſt to Mill, and make no din, 

By Cupid's Arrows I adjure thee, 

And all the Gods that torward ſpur thee, 
As thou dolt pitty one unhappy, 

That has no crime, but that ſhe clapt thee; 
Come home with all the ſpec you can, 


What is a Mils withou: a man 2 
K 4 
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[ am not ſpawn'd from fierce Achilles, IM 
Nor did my Parents owe thee Malice, yl 
To be thy Wite it 'tis offence, 

I 'm fſatish d to be thy Wench. v 
To have thee!here upon the ſpot, }I 
_ What would I be? What wou'd I not # V 


Our L517 Coalts do know our Seaſons, \ 
When y ou may belt Ship off your Peaſants, 1 
Reter it to my care and leaſure, ; 
Waen you are late ther uſe your pleaſure, | 


Your weary Slaves wou d 'be content ; 


Their Shirts are torn, and Maſts are ſpent. 

It by the noſeI canot lead thee, 

What Merit can't, let Love perſuade thee, 
Stay till I learn a whileto juggle, 

And give me time with grief to ſtruggle, 


l'le necer endure 


It not, know this 


A . Malady admits no cure. 
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My Life'stoo weak, the Devill too ſtrong or'r, 
111 hang my ſelf, ther's ſhort and long orn't. 
Death holds my pen, and ſtops my Eyes 

While croſe my Lap the halter lyes. 

[ Scow'r for very tear with thinking 

My windpipe ſhort will ſpoil my drinking. 
My funerall pomp will coſt thee faire 
To pay't with threepence worth of ware. 
Thy Gift! A Ropelight on the Tool 

Is cen too good for ſuch a Fool. 

To no new wounds I make a buzzle, 
The old Nooſe Love has ſtopt my guzle, 
And thou dear Naxny make a ſhift 
To help me out ata dead Lifr, 

And all my Neighbours with a ſcritch 
Be ſure to throw me in ſome Ditch; 
But lay me not my Husbands grave in, 


Becauſe with Horns I did beflJave him. 
Write 
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Write only this ſhort Epitaph. 
Here Dido lyes that lou'd to quaff, 
Eneas left me rope, the EIf, 

And I did fairly hang my ſelf. 


THE 
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The Foregoing 
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OF 
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By another hand. 


O in the fallows of Memrander, 

The mournfull Goos gaggl's for Gander. 
Not that I doubt a greater miſchance, 
Or hope t' enjoy thee at this diſtance 3 
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But having loſt my better half, 
Why ſhou'd' I fear to caſt my Calf? 


And ſo * va__ for it is ſo like the for- 
mer Epiſtle, that one may indifferently 
erve for both, and I am loath to trouble 


| 
| 
| the Reatler with needleſs Repetition, 


, | 


Acontias 
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ACONTIUS 


T O 


CYDIPPE. 


LL 
The ARGUMENT. f 
Acontius m the Temple of Diana at Delos ( fumons | 
for the reſort of the moſt Beautifull Virgins of all Wi 
Greece) fell in Love with Cydippe, 4 Lady of | 
Duality much abne bis own ;, not daring therefore V 


to court ber openly be found this Device to obtain 
ber : He mrites upon the faireſt Apple that con dbe 
procured a Conple of verſes to this Effedt. 


&« ] ſweare by chaſt Diana 1 will be 
& In facred wedlock ever joyn'd to thee, 


= 

R 

And throws it at the feet of the young Lady. She f 

ſuspefiing not the Deccit takes it up, and reads it , 1 

and therein promiſes ber ſelf iz Marriage to Acontius, , 

there being a Law there in force, that whatever 
any perſon ſhou'd ſwear in the Te mple of Diana of 


Dclos, ſhould jftand go od and be invi; {ably obſer ec d. 


Bat 'F 


142 O VID's Epiſtles 


But ber Father not knowing what had paſt, and bave- 
ing not long after promis”d her to another, juſt as the A 
ſolemnities of Marriage were to be performed, ſhe was 

. #aken with 4 ſudden and violent fevour zehichAcon- I 
tius, endeavaurs to perſwade ber was ſent from Diana 
as a puniſhment of the Breach of the Vow made» JN A 
ber preſ»nce. And this with the reſt of the Arguments 
which on ſuch an occaſion wou'd occur to Lovers, is 


the ſubjeft of the following Epiſtle. y 


Ead freely this my pretty Dearing, 


And leave your bounceing and your 
Read it I ay, for I wou'd fain ( ſwearing 
That we ſhou'd both be out of pain, 
And after all your Mercury 


You ſhou'd be ſound to do with me. 


Why do you bluſh like any Bear, 
As when you! in the porch did ({wear, 
To ſpeak the truth you need no drivel], 
For ſpeak the truth, and ſhame the Devil- 
But be aſham'd to (tea), tor 1 


My pretty Soul mean honeſtly, 
Oh. 
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Oh ! think upon thoſe words were ſlipping 
And the late Motto of the pippin, 

When to your feet it came a tripping 
And you the Apple fell a gripping. 

There you will find the'Oaths and Curſes, 
Which it we mind our health or purſes, 
You ought to have ſo great a Care 
That you pertorm 'em to a hair. 

Diana heard your vows alone, 

That Chit will tell you of your own. 
You'd better farr to ſay, and hoid 
Then to provoke fo rank a ſcold. 

My tears for thee do make me jealous, 
And fierce Delire's blow up the Bellows. 
For hope you gave, you can't deny it, 
The Nymph was by to jultify it, 

She was, and heard you every Tittle 
In lucky hand ſheblew a Spittle. 


Her 
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Her Statue bow'd and play'd at noddy, 


And gave conſent to yield your Body. ] 
Now it you pleaſe accuſe the Chear, 


But ſay 'ewas Love that did the feat, 
For by that cheat what more was ment, 
But to cheat you by your own conlent ? 
What you a|Crime, I count a glory, 
Since Lovcing you is all the (tory. 
Such Crimes with pride I will perlue, 
It I can have my Ends of you. 

Nor am I/practisd in the (lys 
And webs to 'rangle Virgin flys. 
Nature taught me, and you know Nature 
Did not deſigne to cog, nor flatter, 
I laid the Bajt, you bit the fly, 
And Love a finger had ith' Pie. 
For Love ſtood by, and did indite 


'The very words that I did write, 
| Again 


AE 
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Again I write Love, holds the Taper, 
He guides my pen, and rules my paper. 
Again I ſend you ſuch fiveet mater, 


As I'm afraid will make you water, 


But if for this your flave you damn, 
I'll nere be leſs then what I am. | 
Oh! that I thus might (till be guitly | 
In finding out new ways to tilt thee, | 
A Thouſand paths lead to that Valley, 
And ſhall I ſtand on ſhall [? ſhall I? 
I'll break throw, all the ſtops that maybe, 
Faint heart did never kiſs fair Lady. 

But what of this will be the Cloſe, 
For me the Lord of Oxford knows. 


Yet it we Mortalls have a Mother 


You muſt be mine one way or other. | 
If Art ſhou'd fail, I'll make a Riot, 


And raviſh thee, if thou deny it. 


=_ 
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Ill doit ina manner ample 


As cre the Worthys gave Example. 


I too—PBut hold —— I ſhall be nub'd 
Then beit fo 
For let me bepr hang'd or grub'd, 


Who wou'd not for a ſingle touch * 
Venture to take one gentle (tretch ? 

If you were not a little proud, 
Id'e court you in the Common Road, 
Nor wou'd I go abour the Buſh, 
But take thee at the very puſh. 

But thou art ſuch a pretty Pad, 
It is enough to make one Mad, 
Thoſe Eyes which do outſhine a Cuſtard, 
Which we may feaſt on without Muſtard; 
Thoſe Arms as |cleer as Foot of Kite 


( Which ſhou'd be mine had I my Right) 
That 
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That comely Confidence and grace 
With liveing Braſs that Paints thy face; 
Thoſe feet like Thetis in the flood , 
Inch deep with dabbling in the mud, 
And ſomthing els that I cou'd name, : 
But have not yet beheld the fame: ! 
With all the reſt inſober ſadneſs, 
Do ferve but to encreale my madneſs. 
Cou'd I but fe 'em all together, 
Wou'd make my heart light as a feather. 

No Wonder then your Beauty's ſuch 
That I ſhou'd long to have a touch, 


Now be as angry as the Devil, 
I cannot help the ſtanding Evil. 
But give me leave before your face, 


To lay the Fiend your Spell did raife. 


our pardon proſtrate at your A--hole, 


| humbly beg, who am your Vaſlall 
L 2 With 
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And lay the Tempeſt of your pool. 
To Love why arc you (o fevere ? 
While to the flower the point I rere, 
Summond by Beauty to appear 
For all my faults Id'e ſuffer there, 
By pride do not my fancy pall, 
Beware, for pride will have a fall, 
Your fetters tog — Put they alas ! 
Like Munkcy tye me by the A— 
To bear it all, 'do what you can, 
You'l find 1 am fo much a Man. 


Then will you/fay when I can pet it; 


Who loves 1t better, Surc muſt cat it. 


And fince tor me yo've don all this 


I'll be thy owh Lyndabridis, 


But 1t all thjs ſhou'd not be takeing 


Dinas was at Bargain making. 


With a freſh ſtream your Rage II cool 
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And h 'has a plaguy Reach at Lyes, 
And puniſhing of perjuryes, 

| dread to hide, and dread to utter, 
Leaſt for my (cit you'd think I mutter. 
But now 'tis out—'tis only this, 

You fain wou'd' be anothers Miſs. 


The pimp ſtays waiting in the port, 


. vl %. 


But the chalt Nymph prevents the ſport. 

And when you are upon the peg, 

The Cramp ſtill holds you by the Leg. 
Forbear, forhear thus to provoke her, 


{ Which you may yet, it youll but ſtroak her 


Forbear that face by two much ſtriftneſs, 
To ſtain with green, or yellow ficknefs. 
Preſcrve thoic Looks ( it Fates fay truth ) 
Dcſign'd a Diſh for my own tooth. ' 
Let theſe freſh Checks their Colour put on 


That once might roſt a Breſt of Mutton. 
L 3 But 
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But if our Dje'is in her fits, 

Becauſe you do not mind your hits. 
Let me be haunted with that ſpirit, 
My back is broad enough to bear it. 
It makes my very Bowels quake 

To think thy finger ſhou'd but ake. 

For ah! how am [cnt and tortur'd ! 
And every Minute drawg and qarter'd! 
Sometimes it twilts mc 1n the noſe 
To think that I ſhou'd be the cauſe. 
And beg my Dina for your ſake 
To lay the Burden on my Back. 

But ah! in vain I do contrive all. 
For now perhaps you hug my Rival ; 
Under pretence to caſe your pain, 

He takes you in the merry vein; 
Trys how your pulſes beat before, 


And ſhps his ſaucy fiſt down Lower. 


Killes 
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4 * Kiſſes your hand, turns up your heels, 
j And what he cannot ſee he feels. 
You faucy Raſcall who made you 
So bold, to rob me of my Due? 
For you are mine, fo is that Boſome, 
For thee to reap did never bloſſom. 
Take, take away your bawdy pawes, | 
That (firrah's ) for your Maſter, fauce; F 
Tho' ſhe's iztail'4 on you, yet ſhe 
Made o're her Copy-50/d to me. 
You muſt not argne on that point 
For now your Nole 1s out of joynrt. 
. This my Cydippe 1s the Devil 
That is the cauſe of all our Evil, 


And makes our Dina fall a huffing 
To break your vows for ſuch a Rufhan, 
My Dear forbid him then your houle, , 


And you are fate as Church in Moulc. 
L 4 Then 
|| 
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Thea keep the Oaths and Vows you mumbl'd 
Which Dina heard and underſtumbl'd. 


Then fear not ſhe will cool thy Liver, 

And be as good a friend as ever. 

Some patiently |turn up their Bum 

And kiſs the Rod when they have don, 

And tho' a Lye deſerves a Laſhing, 

chun being forſworn, and fave a flaſhing. 
Why do 'ye your parents crimes inhaunce, 

And keep the fools in ignorance 

Then be not mealy mouth'd, but ſcatter 

The ſum and ſubſtance of the matter, 

Oh tell thy Dam how I was Smitten 

With thy ſweet | face, thou with the pippin ! | 

She cannot call me Knave or Cheat, 

Nor chooſe but ſmile at the conceit. 

Marry ſheel fay with all my heart, 


Marriage and hanging do impart 
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A fecret tye of Deſtiny ; 


If 't pleaſes them it pleaſes me. 
But if ſhe ask from whence I came, | 
Ot what Degree, Eſtate, or Fame, | 
Tell her, to ſatishe the Dame, 


I'm not aſham'd to ſhew my Name. 
Had you not vow'd, and made ſuch tenders, | 
And ſwore the Temple our at windors, 
I'm good enough, though ne'er a Ragon 
To Lard your Pullet with my Bacon. 

This in my Dream Dianz mutter'd, 
And Cupid's Shafts about me flutter'd. 
Go Fool, faid they, leave off your dodging, 
This Bill a Deux lend to her Lodging. ' 
Obey 'em both; for I am wounded 
By the young Raſcal moſt confounded. 
Which if you pitty, ſhe the faſter | 


Who broke your head will givea Plaiſter. | 
Then | 
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Then” to the buſineſs we will ſettle, 

You full of Hope, I full of Mettle . 

In Triumph then we'll croſs the Fields, 

With all the Crowd about our heels, | 
To th' Temple-Porch, where I will make 

A Pippin Preſent for thy ſake : 

I'le throw whole Pecks about the ſtreet 


In Memorandum of the Cheat ; 

And on the Apple Ile inſcribe 

This Wedding Poſey for my Pride, 
K now all men by theſe Preſents, hence 
Cydippe is un honeſt I ench. 


I would write more but that your Pains 


Give me the Running of the Reins, 
And you're ſo weak Tle not perſue you 


For fear leſt I ſhould overdo you. 


CYDIPPE | 
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HER ANSWER TO 


| ACONTIUS. 


I Read your Note, tho' it was Blunt, 


Nor did I (wear as I was wont. 
| Nor had I valu'd it a whit, 
But that I feard the peeviſh Chit. 


You deal it ſeems with no ſmall Bodies 
That to your friend have got a Goddeſs. 


Is ſhe ſo Chaſt to plague a Virgin, 


She rather ought t 'haye been my Surgeon. 
But I have ſti]! the luck to deal 

With Carrion Beet in[tcad of Veal. 

I'm fick I think oth' Mulligrubs, 

Eating chopt Hay with Sillabubs. 
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[ langaiſh ſo with inward Bliſters 
I find no eaſe in Drugs nor Gliſters. 


I write, I vow t'ye, in ſuch pain, 


I'm ready to drop down again. 
And what moſt racks my Piz mater, 
Leaſt ought but Nurs ſhou'd watch my water. | 
To gain me time ſhe plays at Trap, - 
And tells my Friends I've ta'en a nap. 
More pain for you I cou'd not ſuffer, 
Tho' you had Goods to fill my Coffer, 
Beauty and loye conſpire together, 
'Twere happy had I ne'er known either. 
Whilſt with your Rival you are gabling, 
T loſe my Fame 'by your damn'd babling. 
While two Dops {trive about the Bone, 
A third comes in and leaves them none. 
Thus while yqur Titles you confound, 


Betwixt two Stoo!s I fall to ground. 
The 
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The day draws on, and I mult marry: 
My Parents preſs, nor can I tarry. « 
But whilſt the Groom waitsat the port, 
Death ſteps between, and ſpoils the ſport, 
Some call it Chance, and ſome diſparage , 
The Gods, to fay they croſs my Marriage. 
While ſome do cenſure, from your Fob 
You gave a Philtre did the Jobb. 
If you're ſo good at poyſoning thoſe 
That are your Friends, who'll be your Foes? 
Wou'd I to Church ne'er found the way, 
Or that I 'd broke my neck that day. 
When in your Port we fixt our Anchors, 
We were atraid of nought but ſhankers. 
Twice did crols winds oppoſe us there, 
Croſs did I ſay 2 No they were fair. 
Thoſe Winds werefair our Courſe withſtood, 


It's an ill wind blows no one good. 
Yet 
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Yet to ſee Delos I was willing, 
Tho' for a Wind I'de giv'n a fhilling, 
By Tenos Ifle and Mycene | 


We came to Delos by long Sea. 
And much I fear'd your Land of Farics 
Wou'd vaniſh with their Cows and Daries. 


. Atnight we Land, though not worth three- 
(pence, 


The Maids made me as fine as fi-pence 3 
Thentv attend the ſhitten com ſh -——— 


We go, and I throw in my Mite. 

And. while my Parents made Prcamblc 
Of Grace, my Nurs and I did ramble. 
We ſaw all things we could come at, 
Pictures, and Wonders, God knows what: 
But whilſt thoſe Rarnies I ſpy, 

Aoontius had me in his Eye; 

And there while on my looks he fed, 


A Sheeps Eye alt from a Calts head, 


Now 
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Now to the Spire we make a hault, 
Which ſure ſhould be no Bawdy Vault, 
With him no ſooner did I grapple, 


But there I found the treacherous A pple. 
With this deſign—1 vow and ſwear. 
Ah me! what do I do? | tear 


Apain I'm like to be forſwore, 


But there's enough of that before. 

The name of Wite made me fo great 

That I was tickled with conceit, 

Why ſhanld yon cheat a filly maid 

At ſuch a rate, and play the Jade ? 

Is then the Nymph oblig'd to that, 

Without a touch you know of what £ ' 
The will was good, why did you fear, 

You might believe tho'I did not (wear, 

Yet have I ſtill a damn'd ſuſpicion 


That am in an ill Condition. 


Thrice 
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Thrice Hymer came to pick our locks, 
But thrice he parted with a Pox. 
And Diza (till would Rule the Roft, 
My Parents gave me o'e for loſt. 

What have TI done you ſhou'd abuſe me? 


When ignorance does (till excule me? 


Canſt thou, even thou with all thy wit, 

Can(t thou oblige her with a Bit ? 

When to her canſt thou bring a tee 

That will excuſe both thee and me ? 
Nor think thy Rival is allow'd 

A greater fayour then the Crowd. 


For tho' he comes without reſiſtance, 
I make the Raſcall know his diſtance 


It he butſteal a kiſs, he bluſhes, 
And ſtrait hjs Noſe with water guſhes : 


He once had courage to belcech, 


L bid the Fool go kis my Breech, E: 
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Tis ſuch another Nincompoop, 

I fleep, and he' begins to droop. 

He ſees, yet keeps his Eyes a winking, 
Says nought, but pays it off with thinking. 
He's full ot grief, | full of pain, 

And all this tor a Rogue 1n grain. 

Your Worſhip writes tor leaye to come, 
To kiſs the back (ide of my Eum. 

With fhnger in your mouth I warrant 
You'd have another (lcevelefſs Errand, 

But thou'lt repent when thou doſt (ec 
The Trophies of thy cruelty. 

My fleſh is tawny, Cheexs grow dapple, 
Like the C ompledhon ot your Apple. 
Now Lad, thou wou'd({t repent my ſwearing 
And hardly think mc worth thy wearing, 
To Delos then wou'd haſt to Eaſe thee 


And beg the Goddels to releaſe thee, 
M O:; 
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Or in thy Cranny keep a puther 


By new Oaths to out{wear the other. 
No means for health my Nurſe omits, 

And (till T have my wonted fits. 

We ak the Wiſeman, he replying 

Can any better come of Lying 2 

The Goc's ar2 on thy (1de; In thee 

To be fv kind what can ehey fcc? 

But ſoit is |-— and I muſt buckle, 

Under thy! Foot-ſtool for to truckle. 

Since 'tis my F-t2 thou muſt be mine, 


\ 


My Mother row does underſtand me, 


Vie (a v no more but I am thine. 


How with an Apple you trapan'd me. 
What I have ſaid in this Condition 

| tear I ve}gone beyond Commiſtion, 
And ſaid already more to thee, 


Then what becoms my Modeſty. 


But 
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But lately ſince I took my portion, 
And now I find a ſudden Motion. 
Be true, and ſet thy heart at reſt, 


I'll ay no more, few words are beſt: 
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